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THE PHANTOM FUTUEB. 

" GftiiBKABD crept through > Tillage Btreet, 
HU haul ma bowed, his weary feet 

Were braised Bod torn. 
A staff m hia right band he bare, 
The wind plajed with hia ailTec hair — 

Hia ooat waa wonu 

"Onward he passed through golden com. 
Wear; with t<dl from earl; morn 

He oast Mm down. 
A youth and maiden came aUmg, 
GraTO Bhe; bat he, with noie; song 

Leanted in the town. 

*■ ■ What seek you hi this buddj field V 
Oraybeard, to whom he thoa appealed, 

Slow raised hia head — 
' A. Phantom Future I pursue 1' 

e as yon,' 
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THE PHANTOM FUTURE. 



UTR& 8 BAR. 

".Tbb, Mr. Crozier, I tbiiik it is verj good. Tell me, will it 
make a difEereoce io bis life!" 

The girl who spoke closed the book ahe had been glancing 
through, and laid it upon the marble counter among the sherry 
decanters, black china match-boxes, and ash-trays. She was only 
a bar-maid, and the brilliant gas shining down from a sunlight in 
the ceiling overhead betrayed the fact that ber faultless face was 
not quite innocent of artificial aid. Faultless t — no, not quite 
faultless. The lower lip whs pressed upward when in repose, 
forcing the npper slightly out of place. The enpreasion imparted 
thus to the daintiest month imaginable was not disagreeable, bat 
it was somewhat sad, if studied closely, for it seemed to imply 
that existence was an effort. 

The man to whom her innocent qaestion was addressed did 
not answer at once. He took a long sip of wbiskey-and- water, 
and by a turn of his tongue shifted his cigar from the left to the 
right-hand corner of bis mouth. He was a heavy-shouldered man, 
with a large bead and small bine eyes set close together. When 
be thoaght deeply his eyes appeared to contract and sink deeper 
beneath the splendid forehead. This expression came over bis 
face now, although his gaze was fixed on nothing more interest- 
ing than the linoleum which covered the floor. 

" T don't know," he said, thonghtfnlly ; and being seated on a 
high stool, he swung his right leg backward and forward. " It 
is hard to say what the result will be. He is snch a banim-si 
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8 THE PHANTOM FUTURE. 

sort of fellow that one never knows whst he will do next. Seems 
to be sick of medicine, does he not!" 

The girl had risen from her scat behind the bar, displaying a 
perfect figure, shown to full advantage by a tigbt-fitting black 
dress. She moved along to the end of the curving- counter and 
turned the gas that burned beneath a huge silver cofiee-ura 
slightly higher. 

"They will be coming in, in a few minutes," she murmured to 
herself, glancing upward at the clock suspended on the wall op- 
posite. Then she answered Crozier'a question carelessly and ia- 
difierently, after the manner of a person who has been talking on 
uninteresting topics all day. 

" Yes; he seems tired of it. I do not think that he ever was 
very enthusiastic about it, though !" 

Her voice was somewhat deep, and she spoke very neatly, 
clipping her words occasionally in a manner which suggested 
that she had, at one time, learned elocution. 

"Sickening profession," grumbled the man. He emitted a 
cloud of smoke from his lips without removing the cigar, and 
looking up presently, saw that it floated directly Into the girl's 
face and around her elaborately dressed f^r hair. 

"I beg your pardon," he said, hastily, and with his broad hand 
he waved the smoke aside gravely. 

" Oh, never mind," she laughed, " I do not raind smoke. 1 have 
been accustomed to it for some years now. There are very often 
ten of yon smoldDg in this little room in the evening." 

She spoke in a quiclc, heartless way, with a conventional smile 
upon her lipa. 

" Makes no difference," he swd, gravely. " You may be ac- 
customed to it, but I have been accustomed to look upon myself 
as a gentleman for the last fifteen years or so. It may be a mis- 
take — probably it is — but it is a little idiosyncrasy which does no 
one much barm." 

For a moment an odd expression flitted through the girl's eyes, 
or to be more strictly correct, an expression came where none had 
been before, for her eyes were singularly cold and lifeless. She 
was occupied with the duties appertiuning to her office — polish- 
ing decanters, arranging symmetrically inverted wineglasses and 
tumblers upon the marble counter, and seeing that a plentiful 
supply of each brand of whiskey was ready, for Myra's Bar 
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boasted of seTenteea different distillntions in Scotch whiskeys 

She glanced towards the heavy-featured man nbtr was the sole 
occupant of the little room of which she was the presiding divin- 
ity and — almost spoke. Her lips were parted for an instant, and 
then they closed again with the odd upward pressure. If any 
man or woman ia the world had reason to be thankful for Samuel 
Oroner's idiosyncrasy, this girl most assuredly was that human 
being. 

Of all the freqaentere of this small curtained room at the back 
of Myro's Bar, he was the only man who took her seriously, who 
gave her credit for being something more than a beautiful ma- 
chiDe whose duty it was to smile at doubtful jokes, ignore double 
meanings, and pass from morning till night glasses of a hnndred 
different intoiicating liqaors across a marble counter into unsteady 
hands. There were other gentlemen among these thirsty sonls, 
men with true and gentle hearts perhaps, with deep-hidden hopes 
and aspirations ; but they reserved the graver sides of their lives 
for other moments. They dropped into Myra's on tbeir way to 
their en graving' shops, after hospital hours, or before the stage- 
doors were open; and they came to discuss the newest play, the 
latest book, or the best picture. They never drank very moch, 
bnt they talked a great deal, and laughed more. Myra's Bar was 
no place for gravity. 

Crozier took up the book t^n, and slowly turning over the 
pages, looked at the illastrations critically. To the letter-press bo 
gave no heed. Perhaps the poems were familiar to him, or, more 
likely still, he did not care for such stuff, although there was a 
well-read look about his face. The drawings were exquisite, soft, 
delicate, and full of subtle meaning. The hand that guided the 
pencil might almost have held the pen. It was a well-known col- 
lection, bnt never bad such an edition appeared before, never had 
Longfellow's thoughts met with snch a sympathetic exponent. 

Crozier rarely talked of himself. That subject was I«d aside 
by his action of taking up the book. 

"Yes, Syra," he s^d, in a business-like tone, "there is good 
work here — better work than sawing bones and making pills." 

"And drinking gin and bitters," added the girl, with a faint 
suggestion of severity in her tone. Her back was turned towards 
him, and a very graceful back it was. She was wiping the dnst 
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10 THE FHAKTOM FUTURE. 

from the sheWes, which rose in a tier up to the ceiling, all glittering 
with full and brilliaotly labelled bottles. Grozier looked up with 
slightly raised eyebrows. 

" Perhaps," he said, cynically ; and he pushed his empty glau 
across towards her, adding at the same time, " I'll have a little 
more poison, please." 

She turned and gave him some whiskey from a small glass 
barrel, measuring the quantity rapidly and dexterously with a sil- 
ver vessel shaped like a tiny tumbler. 

He opened his light top-coat in order to take a cigar from an 
inner pocket, and in doing so displayed that he was in dress 
clothes. The manner in which he wore them seemed to imply 
that he was in the habit of donning such apparel every night. 

" Have you been singing to-night!" asked the girl, carelessly. 

" No ; I have been to the opening of the new comic opera," he 
replied, with a cleverly suppressed yawn ; "'Minette,' they call it. 
But I came away early ; I could not stand it. Very poor muwc, 
very badly sung. Syra, mark my words, these comic operas, red-' 
olent of — of — " he hesitated, and looked at her quiszioally, " of 
gin and bitters, let us say — reeking with Strand slang, over- 
whelmed with vulgar 'business,' and disfigured by stupid 'gag' 
— are dancing o\er the grave of music, deceased, and repro- 
duced in painted wax-work like Madame Tassaud's defunct he- 

Beneath his thick cloak of bitter cynicism the man really felt 
what he was saying. Had Syra been a reader of newspapers she 
would have found a strangely ambiguous criticism in several of 
the "dailies" next morning, which one and all left a very vague 
impression of the merits of "Minette," and in no way coincided 
with the opinion just expressed. But Syra was not thinking of 
the opera at all. 
, "Was Mr. Valliant with you)" she asked, indifferently. 

" No," was the prompt reply. " I have not seen him since this 
morning. No doubt he will be coming In soon." 

" I wish he would not come in so often." 

" Syra," said Crozier, reproachfully, " that is not a business-like 
remark, I have endeavored for some years — years, no ! let us say 
months — to make you look at things and men in a business-like 
manner. I am disappointed !" 

The girl laughed, bnt did not look towards him. 
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"One cannot always be bmineBs-like," she replied, in her ne|it 
way, 

" Why not I Everything goes ; youth, illaaions, pleasure, whis- 
key, and even music Only work stays with os. Therefore let 
□B be busin ess-like. Besides, your remark was mde. Mr. Talllant 
is my friend." 

" One would hardly think so." 

"Indeed," said Ciozier, with great serenity. "Am I to nnder- 
stand that yoo are of opinion that Samuel Croziei's friendship is 
a doabtf al acquisition f ' 

She laughed again in a terribly mechanical way, and shmgged 
faer shoulders saucily. 

" As yon like." 

"Then please pass me the'water. I tvill drown this amber liq- 
uid and ray dull grief at the same time." 

She handed him the carafe, and tnmed away again, standing 
with her two bands — a little reddened by constant contact with 
beer and other liquors — resting upon the marble counter. It was 
thns that she stood when the little bar-room was full ; at attention, 
surrounded by her innumerable bottles, with all her decanters at 
hand, in front of the cash-drawer. 

He filled up his glass with grare deliberation, and a hand that 
was as steady as a rock. 

" There is something," he said, as he raised the glass, " in the 
atmosphere of this secluded chamber to-night which is new to me. 
Smoke I see ; chops, kidneys, and other delicate odors of the grill 
I detect, wafted in no donbt from the neighboring supper-room 
where tbe portly Myra dispenses hospitality at a fixed and mod- 
erate charge. Bat it is none of these. Neither is it the snbtle 
scent of whiskey. It is impalpable, indefinite, Syra, is it Yirt^ 
ue!" 

Beneath her lowered lids she glanced sidewise towards him, 
and her lips curled slightly in a smile which was almost sickly 
and quite oopleasant She was accustomed to Crozier's grave 
jocularity, and rose to the occasion at once. 

" If it is," abe said, merrily, " be very careful how you inhale it." 

He smiled at the sally, and rose from his seat to cross the room 
towards the fireplace, where a few cinders lingered nnbeeded. It 
was late in February, and a fire was hardly necessary in the small 
cartaiued room where the gas burned ail day. With a fiip of his 
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finger lie threw the ashes from his i^gar cleverly iDto the cinders. 
Then he turned and walked slowl; towards her. 

" There ia something wrong to-night," he said. "What is it! 
Have yOQ had a young Christian in here from Exeter Hall, or has 
some mistaken, person been leaving tracts !" 

There was a subtle difference in his tone, so Elight and so deli- 
cate that no one who did not know his manner very well would 
have suspected that he was quite serious. The girl, however, 
whose humaa studies most have been very interesting and strange- 
ly contradictory, knew at once that he expected a grave reply. 

" Is it right," she asked, quickly, " that a man who can draw 
like that," and she laid her hand upon the book, " should spend 
his time drinking aud smoking iu here!" 

Again he looked at her in a gravely quizzical manner. 

" Is it right, he asked, solemnly, " that a man who can sing 
like Sam Crozier should make music for the common herd of St 
James's Hall ) Is not his place in another sphere with a golden 
harp of bis own! Is it right tfaat Miss Faucit, the fair and gra- 
cious, otherwise known as Syra, should dispense liquid nourish- 
ment to Tom, Dick, and Harry, receiving in return badly turned 
compliments ! Is anything right, Syra — life, trouble, woe, and 

joy'" 

" Oh, don't play the fool 1" esclwmed the girl, impatiently. 

" My dear Syra, I am as grave as a judge. The world would be 
a dull place if there were no fools, or no wise men with a turn 
for playing the fool." 

"I wish," said the girl, without looking towards him, "that 
yon would keep Mr. Yalliant away from here, and from all these 
loafers whom he is pleased to call hia friends." 

"I!" he exclaimed, in wonder. " What have I to do with it)" 

"Yon are the only man who has any influence with him, the 
only one among them all who knows anything of his private life, 
who is acqn^nted with his people." 

Oozier raised hia glass to his lips, and took a slow, meditative 
sip. His face was very grave when he set it down ag^n, and his 
deep-set eyes were overshadowed. 

" Why this interest in ValHant!" he asked, pointedly. 

She met his deep, searching glance with calm assnrance. Then 
suddenly she laughed in his face and shook her head merrily. 

"How funny I" she exclaimed. "Did you really think — " 
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" No," he interrapted, " I thought nothiag. Thinking does not 
lie in my line of coQDtry. I merely asked a question." 

"And I will answer it. This interest in Mr. Yalliant comes 
from the fact Uiat he is too good for such a life as he is drifting 
into. Ton and he are different — different from the rest of them. 
Yob may not dress so well, yon may not be so rich, bnt — but yon 
know what I mean." 

"I suppose I do," be replied, swinging his leg and glancing up 
at the clock. "Bnt I don't think you can accuse me of leading 
him astray. He came up to town to pass his exams and go 
through the hospital. la it my fault that be should have fallen 
into the fastest sett It was bound to be the case ; the cleverest 
men, aa a rule, are the fastest, and ValJiant is the sort of fellow to 
be at the front wherever he may be. He is not a rear-rank man." 

"Bat yon can hold him bacL" 

" Perhaps," said the man, with an odd, conscioas look upon 
his powerful face. " Perhaps I do bold bim back. Perhaps, 
Syr&. I know bim better than yon. Has it never struck you 
that he is the sort of man who can never be influenced by strong 
measures — a man who is as difficult to lead or bold back aa a 
woman f He cannot boar tbe curb and spur." 

He rose and walked towards tbe heavy curtains which, falling 
together across a broad door-way, separated the inner from tbe 
out«r apartment There were a few men in the larger room 
' vhere Myra held sway ; second-rate actors whose evening duties 
were over, and journalistic loafers. They were all talking in loud 
tones of matters dramatic, and there was an attendant clink of 
glasses. The odor that came through tbe curtains was only that 
of the little room intenaifled and more heavily laden with the 
smell of cooking. 

Syra stood beside the coSee-um absently fingenng a pair of 
sugar-tongs, and when Crozier returned she did not desist or 
look up. 

"Yon were mde jnst now," be said in bis habitual semi-ban- 
tering way; "I will retam it Do you think for a moment, 
Synt, that I come here because I have fallen a victim to your 
charms! Does it seem a likely thing that I should prefer this 
little room, with its smoky, amelly atmosphere, to a comfortable 
arm-chair and an evening paper across the road at the Savage 

ciubr 
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14 THE PHANTOM FUTURE. 

The girl threw the sogar-tongs carelessly on to the marble 
coQQter, vhere they fell with a loud clang, and glanced up at the 
clock. 

"Then," she said, curtly, "yon are watchiog him." 

"I am doing what I can." 

" Why not warn his — his people f 

He laagbed and contemplated the end of his cigar compla- 
cently, 

" I have not trodden the atony paths of existence for thirty 
years, yoaag woman, without learning to mind my own bual- 

" Which means that I will do well to mind mine, I suppose!" 
"Which means exactly what it says. What I intend to be 
understood I usually say in a manner which allows of no misun- 
derstanding. It is very good of yon to think of the matter at 
all. Be careful ! Here they come V 



CHAPTER IL 



"MrRA's" was situated not in the Strand itself, but in a nar- 
row street running upward and northward. An old lease, a cen- 
tral position, and a faithful clmttilt had combined to ruin Myra's 
trim figure and make her active life a happy one. Among her 
regular patrons were a few journalists, a few acters, and a few 
engravers, but her kedge-anchor was Saint Antony's. The stu- 
dents at that Samaritan establishment never swerved from their 
devotion to the little chop-honse. Syras came and Syras went, 
but Saint Antony's remained forever. Rotund and jovial Myra 
was part of their education, and in her motherly way she per- 
formed a vast deal of good among the boys learning in the cheer- 
iest possible manner the saddest profession a man can undertake. 

Myra could cook a chop in the most dainty way, and with a 
broad warm smile she had grilled many a succulent kidney for 
pale-faced students whose appetites had suffered from a grim 
morning's work in the accident ward. More than one anxious 
mother to whom distant London was a den of thieves and haunt 
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of airens, oved an ansaspected debt to thia portly dame. Mora 
than one medical student had been saved from going just a little 
loo far by a laaghing word of cantion, delivered with uplifted 
fork and face all glowing from proximity to the Bplnttering grill. 

It may be thought that the inner room with its goddess was 
rather a blot upon the fair reputation of " Myra's," bnt in excnse 
there is much to be said. Profits are large, aad My ra ai^ed 
comfortably that if her supporters did not driulc there they would 
drink somewhere else. She was a remarkably qnick reader of 
human faces, and the yonng persons selected to assume chai^ 
of tbe inner bar and take the inevitable name of Syra were inva- 
riably such as the stout proprietress ambiguously called "good 
girls." 

It will perhaps be politic to confess at once that Saint Anto- 
ny's was not a steady hospital. The disciples of the revered 
saint were not young men from whose ranks many promising 
Sunday-school teachers could have been selected, but (like many 
of ns) they were less black than it was their good or evil fortune 
to be painted. Very few of them went irretrievably to the dogs. 
Hand in hand and ahoalder to shoulder they danced merrily 
euoagh down the slope, but before the impetus was allowed to 
gun mastery over their legs, some one or other (it was never 
quite known who) would give a check and set a firm foot; then 
shoulder pressed closer to shoulder and hand clasped hand more 
bravely. 

These cheery followers of j^sculapius now trooped through 
Myra's apartment with many an evening greetiug for the lady 
herself. The curtun of tbe inner room was drawn hastily aside, 
and a voice called out, " Syra, my own, accept thy slave's devotion." 

The man who spoke entered the room first. When he per- 
ceived Grozier the smile that lighted up his sharp, merry face 
wavered for a minute. 

" Ah, Sam," he said, " how are you, old fellow t" 

He was of medium height, of slight and graceful build, with 
smalt, frail hands and feet. His pallor, which was remarkable, 
bad no disagreeable association of ill-healtfa with it, for his com- 
plexion was singalarlj clean and cream-like. It was the steady, 
nnchangeable whiteness of a refined Italian, which remain: 
altered morning, noon, and night; through health and sickness, 
through joy and grief. Seen in repose the features were good 
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a Binall straight Dose, red lips, and a daiDty chin. thrust forward ; 
bat repose was rare. The lips were always curling in laughter, 
the eyes were always dancing with merriment ; and yet he never 
laughed aloud — there was no voice in his mirth. He was clean- 
shaven, and there was no blue shade about his lip or chin to sug- 
gest that a hixuriant growth of mustache or beard called for a 
very sharp razor. 

In an instant his quick dark eyes lighted upon the book which 
lay among the decanters near to Syra'a band, and he turned to 
the comrades who had followed close upon his heels. 

" Friends, Romans, sawbones," be exclaimed, oratorically, " the 
cat has escaped. I am at liberty to tell you that my ship has 
come home. Breathe into Syra's shell-like ear what your health 
requires and refer her to me. To-night I bury the scalpel and 
start growing an artistic head of hair !" 

They were accustomed to surprises of this description, these 
decorous revellers. Among them were men who had already 
written books and painted pictures ; others there were with man- 
uscripts and canvases secretly treasured, Tom Valliant had made 
a hit. All the better for Tom Valliant! Drink to his success 
at hia expense, without thought of envy. 

While the noisy group clustered round Syra and peered over 
each other's shoulders at the book, calling out their requirements 
as they did so, Valliant drifted nearer to Crozier, who was still 
sitting on a high stool beside the marble counter swinging one 
leg idly. 

" Well, Sam," he said, almost gravely, beneath the cover of 
many voices; " well, old fellow, what do you think of iti" 

Already he was looking the other way, laughing in his soft, 
noiseless way at some sally, and his eyes were still dancing with 
merriment when he turned again for Crozier's reply. 

" It is good," said the singer, kindly, " very good ; and the 
drawings have not been spoiled by the engraving. There is a 
long life in the future for that book." 

Valliant seemed scarcely to have heard. He was waving his 
hand above his head to attract Syra's attention. She was very 
busy, and her pink fingers flitted from one decanter to another 
with marvellous and noiseless celerity. At length she looked up, 
and Valliant called out, " Ob, faithless one, think of me !" 

She knew only too well what he wanted, and the little silver 
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measure came into ose. Her movenienta were so quick that there 
seemed bardly time for her to have measured at all. 

When the glass was handed to Valliant be raised it and loolied 
at the quantity critically, with, however, the ready smile in his 
eyes. Then he turoed with mock indignatioD to the man Dearest 
to him, a tall and solemn medical student 

" I really believe," he excltumed, " that Syra gives me short 
measure on purpose." 

He took another glass that happened to be within reach, aad 
held the two side by side above his head. 

" Look here, you fellows," he cried ; " compare these two, and 
tell me when and how and where I have done aught to deserve 
such treatment from Syra!" 

The men langhed aloud and groaned in nniaoD, depreciatively. 
Crozier alone was grave, but his gravity was never forbidding, 
never cold ; there was a sympathetic warmth about it which was 
almost as good as a smile. He glanced towards the girl, and from 
his position at the end of the counter he could see her where sha 
had laughingly taken refuge behind the cofFee-urn, His deep- 
set eyes met a distinct and unmistakable glance of appeal, which 
was more remarkable from the usual dniness of the girl's expres- 
sion. Moreover, she was scarlet. Syra was blushing a deep, 
painful blnsh beneath her powder, sueh as had not swept up- 
ward to those dainty checks for many a year. 

Then Crazier suddenly joined in the general laughter, and raised 
his mellow voice with a quiet consciousness of power, a well- 
founded knowledge of the fact that he would be heard and 
heeded. 

"It is," he said, "because you fellows hurry her so. One 
would think that yon had not seen a tumbler or a wineglass for 
months. If yon want full measnre you should come in quietly 
as I do before the theatres are oot I really think, Syra, you 
ought to fill that up." 

The girl took Vbe glass and obeyed him, without, however, 
glancing in his direction. 

"Mr. Crozier," she said, lightly, to Valliant, " was accusing me 
jnst now of being unbuBlnesa-like. As soon as I display the true 
spirit of commerce, you pounce upon me." 

"Never mind what he says, Syra," replied Valliant, raiung the 
glass to his lips. 
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He took a long draught and set it down half empty. Ne&r to 
it was the glass of the solemn medical student, who happened to 
be looking the other way. It contained mach more, and with 
great gravity Yalliant changed the glasses, keeping the fuller one 
for himself. 
. " Never mind, Syra," he continued, " I bear no malice. I lore 
my Syra with an S because she swindles. As a proof of my 
forgiveness accept these lilies which have adorned this manly 
breast all the evening." 

With a careless langh he turned away, while the girl placed 
the flowers in her belt He began discussing a new play witb 
one of the actors in it It happened to be the man who played 
the lover's part, rendering it with exquisite pathos, and yet the 
two laughed and joked. No one was allowed to be grave, to 
treat anything seriously, when Tom Valliant was near. 

Crozier waa still seated at the end of the bar, still swiDgitag 
his strong leg idly. His arm was resting on the counter, and hia 
finger and tbamb restlesaly polished his glass up and down. He 
was watching Syra meditatively, hts lipa slightly parted, bis eyes 
contracted in his usual indifierently speculative manner. 

" Poor Syra I" he waa thinking ; " I wonder how long ehe has 
been playing that trick upon him." 

Presently some new arrivals made their appearance, and the 
little room became uncomfortably crowded. Among them were 
a few actors of cleau-washed appearance and red-rimmed eyes, but 
perhaps the most conspicuons waa a tall, pale-faced yonth immao- 
olately dressed, clean-shaven, and aristocratic. He was a medical 
student, the son of a well-known westcountry physician. A new 
disciple of St Antony's, and the best-dressed man in the room. 
Perhaps he was too well-dressed. His clothes had not the appear- 
ance of sitting easily, and there was an awkward, self-conscious 
suggestion of discomfort in his gestures. Walter Varden waa a 
gentleman, but he had the misfortune to be a fooh Now, among 
ladies a, fool often gets on very well if he has the good-sense to 
stop short of familiarity in his friendships ; but men soon discover 
the depth or shallowness of each other's intellects. St Antony's 
voted Walter Tarden a fool, and they were quite right; but he 
was accorded an ungrudging welcome at Myra's, and his foolish- 
ness was good-naturedly ignored. He waa not in reality a bad 
fellow, and it was coDvenient for the lesser wits to have a butt 
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a]wajg at faaod npou which to practise. Also, he bad plenty of 
mone;, and was an easy victim for borrowers. 

His manner of addressing Syra and the heavy style in which 
be attempted to establish a flirtation grated upon the nerves of 
some of the older men. He now came in, and with a vacnous 
nod for any one whose policy it might be to wish him good-even- 
ing, leaned awkwardly across the connter close to Grozier. 

"Syra," he said, mysterionsly, with a beckoning finger upraised. 

Id a few momeute she came towards him without hurrying. 
The men who ht^pened to be near tamed to hear what he might 
have to communicate. There was a tacit nnderstanding among 
the admirers of Syra that no monopoly was to be allowed, and 
this new-comer seemed inclined to ignore the wholesome rule. 

" Syra," said Varden, in a patronizingly lowered voice, " I have 
two tickets for a ball at the Westminster town-hall to-morrow 
night; I'll take you. There will not be a soni I know there, and 
we will have a lark." 

She laughed in her easy mechanical way, and turned aside to 
attend to some one else. 

" No, thanks," she said. 

"Why not!" he asked, in a louder tone, quite content to im- 
press his listeners with the fact that he was a " devil of a fellow." 

She shook her head smilingly, but made no answer. 

"No, I say. Tell me why," at^ed the ladykiller in his most 
"devilish" style. 

"/ wilt tell yoQ why," said Crozier, suddenly, and his quiet 
voice caused a momentary silence. Saiot Antony's knew that 
Tarden was going to be taken down a peg. " I will tell you 
why 1" 

"Ouhl" said the young swell, doubtfully. 

Crozier looked up at him with perfect gravity, without remov- 
ing the cigar from the comer of his mouth. 

"Tes, She will not go, because I won't let her. Syra never 
goes to balls except with me and her aunt, who is kind enough 
to chaperon us." 

There were a few moments of strained silence, and then an 
actor gravely broke the spell, leaving Yarden quite puzzled as to 
whether he had been snubbed or made to appear a fool. 

" That is Crozier !" said the actor in the background. He was 
a amall man, and could not see over his companions' heads. 
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" That is Crozier, I am sore. A song, a son^— come aloDg, old 

fellow !" 

'' Yes, a soDg I Give ns a song !" called ont varions voices. 

Then the actor who had first spoken raised bis voice again. 

" Ciozier has a new soog," he cried. " Encored seven times at 
St. James's Hall last night. We'll have that or nothing. If he 
docs not sing that we will chuck him oat of Syra's presence !" 

The heavy - featured man smiled slowly nntil his eyes were 
hardly visible, and then — sitting on a high stool, with one mns- 
colar arm resting on the marble counter — he raised a voice that 
never had heen given him to ruin in a smoky tap-room. Bnt it 
was not ruined yet — full, deep, and mellow, strong when needed, 
soft and pathetic by nature, he used it with confidence and great 
skill, for he had studied in Naples and Bome. 

The song he sang was hardly appropriate for the occasion, hnt 
with professional wisdom be left that matter to his audience. 
They had asked for the new ballad, and he gave it. Perhaps 
there was beneath this strong fellow's cloak of genial cynicism a 
little pride, a small wish to make the best of his great gift, though 
it was only in a little bar-parlor in a qaiet street where the pass- 
ers-by would take him for some drunken reveller. Impresarios 
and managers said that Crozier took almost a delight in refus- 
ing good offers. His voice was in great demand ; it was at its 
full strength, and equal to any amount of work. Probably there 
were men in that very room who had gladly accepted engage- 
ments laughingly and heedlessly refused by him. There were 
critics present also, men who wrote and composed and lived in a 
work-a^lay atmosphere of rnoNc Without accompaniment, in a 
choking atmosphere, the good-natured singer sang to them ; good- 
natured, not because he was too weak to refuse, as most good- 
natured people are, but because be conld well aSord to give. No 
man raised glass to lip, no match was strnck, and all smoked 
noiselessly, while Syra stood quite still with her hands upon the 
oonnter in front of the cash-drawer listening to the words : 

" Qrajbeard crept thnx^ a riUa^ street. 
His head was bowed, his weaiy feet 

Were bruised and torn. 
A. HtoEF in hii right hand be bare. 
The wind plajed with his silver htdr — 

His coat was wonu 
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"Onward he pMsed through golden corn. 
Wear; with toil from early morn 

He cast him down. 
A jouth and maiden cams along. 
Grave she ; but he, with noisv song 

Learned in the town. 

" ' What seek jou in thii sunnj field V 
Grajbeard, to whom ha thus appealed, 

Slow raised bis head — 
' A Phantom Future I pursue t' 



When tbe applaaae bad died airay the occttpantB of tbe little 
room were disturbed by tbe advent of Myrs, who drew aside 
tbe heavy curtains and stood smiling in the door-way. 

" I am sorry, genUemen," she said, with good-buuiored severity, 
"but time is np." 

As they all trooped oat a few minutes later, Crozier slipped 
his hand tbrongh Valliant's arm with an undeniable though gen- 
tle touch. 

"Come to my rooms," be said, "and have a smoke. I want to 
talk to yon about that book." 



CHAPTER IIL 

THB FDTIJRK. 

Crozikr's rooms were in the Temple. His quiet, nnobtriuive 
windows looked iuto other quiet nnobtrnsive windows. In the 

centre of the small qnadrangle a single lime-tree existed. It 
never grew in bulk or statare, neither did it die. Every spring it 
unclasped its gummy buds and threw a delicate green reflection 
upon the dusty windows. Early in the sntamn it shed its leaves 
and closed negotiations for the winter. Lime Court would have 
been a sorry abode without its leafy godfather. The men who 
lived there would have sorely missed theif connecting link, their 
mutual pride, and topic of coDversation. It was by the merest in- 



.cy Google 



32 THE PHANTOM FCTIIRE. 

cidcnt that tbeir affection for the tree was one day discovered. It 
happened tbat a legal cat of weighty person mounted its branches 
one sprinj^ morning for the pnrpoae of taking a siesta in the warmth 
of the sun. About breakfast-time the outr^e was discovered, and 
from every window came protestation in sacrificial form. One 
man devoted half a miiffin to the cause of protection, another had 
tho satisfaction of dealing a heavy blow upon the cat's left ear 
with a dainty slipper worked for him by fair and affectionate 
fingers. Crozier himself did terrible execution with a volley of 
loaf-sugar followed closely by the bread-knife. 

The rooms were melancholy and exceedingly comfortable, with 
thick red curtains, a number of low arm-chairs, and a snbtle 
homely odor of tobacco smoke in the atmosphere, , 

Valliant entered the sitting-room first and turned Qp the gas 
with the air of a man who is qnite at home and amid familiar 
surroundings. A few letters lay upon the table, and nodding his 
head towards them he turned and walked towards the fire. 

"Silleti-doux/" he stud, lightly; "yon had better read them 
while my back is tarned, so that I may be spared the sight of a 
blush upon that leathery cheek!" 

He turned his back towards the room and stood, with one foot 
npon the fender, gazing into the fire, while he sought slowly in 
his pockets for pipe and pouch. The fire, dancing and flickering, 
showed his face to be quite grave, almost melancholy. 

" More likely to be bills," muttered Crozier, as he stood with 
his hands thrust into his pockets, gazing specnlatively and lazily 
at the envelopes. 

" Then do not open them, that these ears may be spared the 
shock of an expletive." 

Crozier sat down slowly and comfortably in a deep soft arm- 
chair. He left the letters lying on the table, and raised his close- 
set and earnest eyes towards his companion. 

" Well," he inquired, " what is tha next move f 

Valliant turned and looked down at him with a bright smile. 

"The next move is to fill my pipe," he answered, "and then 
suggest that you should lend me a match." 

This brought forth no smile. A solemn humor had come over 
the singer. He was determined to make Valliant talk sensibly of 
his affairs. 

"Are yon going to give up medicinef ' be asked, pleasantly. 
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The yoanger man ligbted bis pipe. 

"There is some raat idea surging &bout in joat brun, Ssm. 
Let aa have it You will feel all the better for it, my boy I" 

He aat dowu la & deep chair, and stretched bis slight, graceful 
1^ oat with a jerk, Crozier took the pipe from his lips aad 
spoke slowly, with a grave masterf olness that betrayed his wish to 
act well by his joang friend. 

"That book," he swd, " will bo all over the country in a few 
weeks. Yon mast follow it np. A man with a talent like that 
has no right to neglect it. Hi* duty towards bicaself and the 
pnblio is to make the most of it, cultivate it, and improve it. 
What are yon grinning at)" 

" Stone-throwing is a risky pastime," explained Valliant, with a 
light langh. 

" It does not matter when all the panes are broken," replied 
the singer. 

For an instant Valliant looked grave. He changed his posi- 
tion slightly, and pressed, the burning tobacco into his pipe with 
the end of a cedar- wood pencil. 

"Are they broken, Sam !" he asked, seriously. 

" I don't know," replied Crozier, with a smile. " It feels a lit- 
tle draughty at times. Bat that is not the point. It seems to me 
that the time baa come for you to look seriously to the future. 
One hundred and twenty pounds a year is not a bad income for a 
medical student, but it is not much for a man of twenty-five. If 
you are going to stick to the bone-sawing buuness it is time yon 
began to work, and make a name at the hospital. If not, you 
ought to throw aside the whole afiur at once, and take to art as 
a profession !" 

" A profession," echoed Talliant. " A profession is a thing 
that a man speuds the best years of his l^fe in learning, and by the 
time he is sick of the whole bnsiness he begins to make a small 
income by it." 

" Yon are speaking of men who are driven into a profession 
when they are too young to know what they are about" 

" Seems to me I am being driven at the present moment" 

" Not by tne," said Crozier, gravely, " but by the force of cir- 
cumstances." 

Valliant moved uneasily, and smoked in silence and hastily for 
some moments. Once or twice his quick gay eyes reeled on his 
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companion's face. This man of thirty had quietly assomed a 
place in his existence dnring the last foar years. Before that he 
had not known him, and the remembrance of his first impression 
was still a tangible thought. To the youthful man of twenty- 
one this grttre singer bad at first appeared to be much more than 
five years his seDior. Bat Crozier had never lost sight of him, 
never made one backward step in the steady progress of friend- 
ship. The disparity in years never disappeared, but it came to 
be a tacitly recognized thing, and one that conveyed no sense of 
discomfort or estrangement with it It was part of their friend- 
ship. Crozier neglected, perhaps purposely, one great aid to 
matnal sympathy. He rarely spoke of himself, and never com- 
pared Valliant's escapades, of which he heard sooner or later, 
with similar experiences passed through by himself in earlier 
years. And yet Yalliant never doubted that his grave friend bad 
many strange passages in life of which be could have told. There 
was about his strong, imiaobile face a quiet suggestion of experi- 
ence. The roan had evidently passed through the mill, and the 
result was by no means a failure. He was a little hardened, a 
little sceptical ; perhaps a trifle aimless, but the true metal was 
close-knit and bright beneath the ontward coat of indifEerenoe. 

At length Yalliant spoke, with a faint nnder-note of hnmor in 
the sound of his momentarily grave voice. 

" That old gentleman," be said, " of whom you sang this even- 
ing — with the worn coat and the silver hair — was probably a pro- 
fessional man." 

Crozier made no reply for some minutes, and the only sound 
that broke the ulence of Lime Court was the distant note of a cat 
stridently lamenting its lot Presently a second feline voice 
joined in harmoniously. 

" The waits," suggested Yalliant, in a whisper, with an irrepress- 
ible twinkle in his eye. 

His companion smiled, and roused himself suddenly from his 
reverie. 

" If yon won't take to art as a profession," he sud, briskly, 
"take to it as an amusement Yon will do better amusing yonr- 
self with art than busying yourself with medicine." 

" I bate making plans. Life is but a fleeting shadow, Samuel" 

" So do I, for myself. There is a sort of melancholy satisfac- 
tion, however, about making them for other people, because one 
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ia perfectly sure thnt tliey never will be carried ont. If yoD are 
not going to make plaaa, what do you propose doing? Allow 
other folks to make them for yon, or drift i" 

"Drift." 

Again Crozier thought deeply, while the smoke rose elowly in 
reflective cloads from his lips to the dusky ceiling. 

"I have done a good deal of that in my time," he murinared. 
" It is not aatisfactorj work. My idea is, that yon ought to go 
down to Goldheath to-morrow with the book under your arm. 
Show it to your uncle, Mrs, Valliant, and — and your cousin, and 
hear what they have to say on the subject." 

" Where is that copy you had this evening f asked YalJiant, 
with a peculiar ring in his voice, while he glanced ronnd the room. 

" I gave it to Syra. She asked for it." 

Again a silence, broken only by the distant cats, fell apon the 
room. 

"The wuts again," saggested Valliant. 

This lime Crozier laughed suddenly, and with unnecessary 
loudness. The smoke no longer rose from his lips, for the pipe 
had gone oat. 

" I might send tbem the book," continued the younger man. 

" Why not go down V 

Yalliant's quick glance rested for an instant on hia friend's face. 

"Goldheath is a lovely place," he said, with a smile, " but the 
wind blows across that moor like a knife. Besides, it is a trifle 
dull at this time of year." 

The singer relighted his pipe and leaned far back In his chair, 
tbns concealing his face. His 1^ were crossed, and one foot 
swung in a tbougbtlese and indifierent way. 

" It would be of no use sending the book unless you went your- 
self. There must be a lot to tell about it, and of course they 
will want to hear everything," he said, in a steady, bnainess-like 

It almoat seemed as if the mere mention of Ooldheatb bad 
caused a change to come over the humor of both men. There 
was in the manner of their conversation a anbtle and almost in- 
tangible sense of embarrassment. 

" Oh, there is not much to toll," said ValUant, speaking rapidly. 
" In fact — Elma — has seen a good many of the sketohes before I 
bad any idea of selling ^em, you know. I did most of them at 
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6oldheath, tmA fioUhed them here. The house appears Bev«r&l 
times, and — aad Elma." 

" Yes, I know." 

Crozier's voice was drowey. One wonld almost hare said that 
be was half asleep, bat his foot swang still. 

" Tou recognized it !" 

"Yes, I recognized them." 

"Them?" 

" The honse and — yonr conain," eipluned Croaer. 

Then they smoked pensively tintil the singer left his chair and 
went to the fireplace, where he pressed the burning embers down 
with his neatly shod foot. 

" I think they would feel it rather atrange if yon simply sent 
the book by post. It is a long time since you were there." 

Talliaot was wavering. Beneath his airy manner there was a 
strong will, but he knew that, Ci-ozier would nltiroately achieve 
his purpoae. He invariably did go when he took the trouble to 
be determiDed — to exert his strong fiiity of purpose. 

"If I go," he said, "you must come too,. and sing them that 
song before I produce the book." 

" Which song?" 

"That one about the old gentleman." 

"Why should I ung that!" asked Grozier, displaying very 
slight interest. 

Valliant rose suddenly and sought his hat and stick. He 
stood in front of his friend, ready to go, with his pipe slightly 
elevated and his small chin thrust forward. He leaned npon his 
stick and looked down at Crozier with a gay smile. 

"Because they will be wanting me to waste the living present 
in the pursuit of the wildest goose a man can chase." 

The singer rose and took his companion's out-stretched hand. 

"What is that!" he asked, withont meeting his friend's 
eyes. 

"A phantom future," laughed Valliant. 

Crozier followed him to the door. He went oat into the little 
entrance-hall, where their footsteps echoed weirdly. He held 
open the street-door, and Valliant passed dowu the worn steps 
into the darkness of Lime Coart. 

" Tom !" cried Crozier, suddenly. 

" Yes." The reply came back softly, and the singer knew that 
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his friend wm grave for once. Wben he spoke, honever, there 
was in his tone the old sound of grave badinage. 

"Were yoa ever a cricketer!" 

" I Dsed to bowl wides at one time." 

" when I was a kid," continued Crozier, " I nsed to keep 
wicket. I thought I did it very well. At first I was in the 
habit of not raising mj hand antil the batsman missed the ball ; 
the consequence was that I got a good many in the eye and quite 
a number in the chest. Then I learned to make a grab at every 
ball as if the batsman were not there at all. Seems to me that a 
little wicket-keeping is good training. It is best to grab at ev- 
erything and pretend to ignore the possible obstacles." 

Yalliant stood with his bands thrust deeply into the pockets 
of his light coat, his stick under his arm and his hat slightly 
tilted backward. lie looked quimcally up at his friend, who 
stood in the door^way. 

" Is that all f he asked. 

"That is all," 

"Thanks. I will make a note of it on my cnfE." 

He performed a jxu-teul upon the pavement and presentljr 
walked off. 

"Oood-night, Samuel," he called ont over his shoulder. 

"Good-night," stdd the mellow voice from the door-step. 



CHAPTER IV. 

OOLnHEATH. 

Wrxrk Sussex me^;ea into Surrey there lies a vast sweeping 
mooriand, where heather and gorse and whin hold united sway. 
All the chemical fertilizers yet invented, were they combined and 
shaken up in one malodorous sack, could not spoil this golden 
land. The august body which calls itself the Royal Agricultural 
Society could make nothing out of it. A steeple-chase, a cours- 
ing meeting, or a ramble, but never a turnip, has been associated 
with Ooldheath. 

Over the low broken hill, two miles away, there is indeed a 
railway-station on the main line between Portsmouth and Lou- 
don ; but the quick trains never stop there, and the local traffic 
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is limited. Once a week the atation-nmster is kept out of bed 
UDtil eleven o'clock at night to await the arrival of a goods train 
which drops one or two trucks carrying chemical manure, and 
biscuits, cheese, ploughshares, and haberdashery. 

Goldheath has the good-fortane to lie well away from the 
coach-road. The lanes are narrow and ill-kept, consequently the 
nbiquitous bicyclist is rarely met. The little village lying on the 
westward slope of a long sweeping hill gazes meditatively down 
upon the broad moor, of which the farthest limit is lost upon the 
blue slope of a distant range. 

To the south the moorland is bordered by a pine forest, be- 
yond which arc meadows, and in the distance arable land. At 
the edge of this forest lies Goldheath Court, a long low house 
composed of a series of gables. It is built of red brick, which 
age has softened and beautified as it softens avd beautifies all 
things of which the angles are too sharp and cutting — including 
men and women. The northern facade looks across a lal^ 
though scantily furnished orchard, towards the moor, which is 
divided (as well as the orchard) by a narrow gravelled road 
drawn in a deadly straight line from the last house in the vill^ 
to the frontdoor of Goldheath Court. This same broad door is 
the only outlet from the northern side, while to the east and 
south every ground-floor window is, so to speak, a door. 

All round the house there is a narrow pavement of green and 
moss^rown stone extending for some three feet ontward. Be- 
fore the library window to the east, and the two drawing-room 
windows to the south, this stone pavement is worn white by fric- 
tion, and there are small rounded indentations (where the rain 
collects) showing that the inhabitants of Goldheath Court are in 
the habit of passing freely in and out of the windows. 

The eastward end of the house looks into what is, or was a few 
years ago, called the Walled Garden. From the north-eastern 
angle to the south-eastern a high brick wall extended in a circle, 
broken only by a trellised door upon the north, and another upon 
the south, of which the iuuer posts were fixed against the house 
itself. To pass through one of those trellised doors is to step 
back one hundred and fifty years into the past. Within that 
circle a qnaint old -day peacefulness and melancholy reign su- 
preme. Against the dull red wall are climbing now, gnarled and 
crooked pear-trees, of which the branches have been pressed by 
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feet onco lithe and tiny, now moaldering beneath the sand of 
Goldheath church-yard. Here grow quaint old-fashioned flow- 
ers, simple brier-roses and stardy tufts of lavender. But the 
pride of the Walled Garden is the huge cedar in the ceatre, near 
the foantain, which played spasmodically thirty years ^o, when 
old Valliant brought home bis little wife. Around the cedar 
grows a strange and wondrous asaortment of conifers and leafy 
e?ergreens. Weymouth pines and spruce overshadow arbutus 
and laarel, while a tall straight larch drops its brown needles 
down apon the repelling arms of a monkey-puzzle, disligariug it 
sorely. Even in February — Nature's dullest season — the library 
window looks upon a pleasant verdure. 

Withiu the nortberu curve of the wall is ensconced the old 
violet-bed, now carefully protected by straw, and here, crouching 
carelessly npon the gravel-walk, a little maiden sat one sunny 
morning. With her chilled pink fingers she was routing about 
among the straw for the short-stalked, deep-colored little flowers, 
for the white violets were not budding yet. 

Presently she rose and shook her skirts free of dead leaf and 
dust, and also a little dry and powdery snow which had collected 
beneath the box border. She was of medium height, witb slight 
square shoulders as straight aa an arrow, A dainty girlish form, 
that might have been the growth of seventeen or eighteen years, 
clad in woolly blue serge, with a black leather belt around the 
tiniest waist. Elma Valliant was almost twenty-one, but her 
youthful fighre and sweet eyes were those of a school-girl. Be- 
hind such eyes, as hers, woman's brain can think wondrous 
thoughts and never betray them. Daring and demure, innocent 
and wicked by turns, they changed color strangely by artificial 
light. By day they were light in color, of a blue hovering into 
gray. With perhaps a little hope of contradiction she herself 
playfully called them green, but such was not their hue. At 
night the pupil dilated greatly, and her eyes were deep, dark, and 
melting. Very eloquent they might be some day, but now they 
only spoke of lighter things— passing sorrow and ready laughter. 
Her hair had been flaxen at one time, but it was slowly darken- 
ing, while sndden gleams of gold lurked in the stray curls near 
her ears, or tow down her white neck. She was generally in a 
hnrry, this little maiden, and her halt sufiered most becomingly 
from this characteristic. In a most wonderful manner she ar- 
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ranged It la lesa than three minutes, and for the reat of the day 
OF eveoing it was a greater wonder atill that the election survived 
three seconds. 

While she was walking slowly round the circular path towardi 
the library window, which stood open, she arranged deftly in a 
small bunch the violets she had just picked. In passing the trel- 
lised door she glanced through the open wood-work and saw the 
old postman slowly making his way up the straight avenue of 
Weymouth piues, which stood gauntly among the leafless fmit- 
treea of the orchard. 

Then she opened the garden door and ran down the avenue to 
meet the ancient letter-carrier, whose rheumatism suddenly ac- 
quired acute severity at the sight of her. Every step of her light 
foot saved him two. 

" Oood-morning, Anson," she panted, with soft cheeks rosily 
glowing. 

"Good-morning, Miss Elmy. Here's a bright morning to be 
sure. A tot o' letters this morning I do think, and one from 
Master Tom." 

The rosy tint upon her cheeks lost nothing; perhaps it deep- 
ened slightly. 

"A letter from Tom. Oh, I am so glad !" she exclaimed. 

"To be sure," replied the postman, as with quavering bands 
clad in ancient leather gloves he assorted his homceopathic stock 
of correspondence. 

" Thank you," she said, taking the letters and her father's news- 
p^er with its printed wrapper. "Yes, Anson, you are right; 
this is from Master Tom I" 



The old man lingered, gazi 
his shaggy eyebrows, very ti 
"1 suppose he'll be 



ing at her sweet, flushed face 'beneath 

kindly. 

r down to see us, miss. He's not 
been near us for many months now," 

" No doubt," she replied. " He seldom writes nnless he is 
coming. He is very bad at writing, yon know, and gives yon 
very little work, Anson," 

" I wish, Miss Elmy," said the old man, gravely, " he'd give me 
a bit more ; I do, indeed." 

He was not looking at her now, but was busy with his large 
canvas letter-bag. Without looking up he continued, 

" I wonder now if Mr. Crozier'a coming with him this time." 
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"I do not know, I am sure, Adbod," replied the girl, reading 
tho printed address upon the newspaper wrapper. 

Tbe old man tamed a little and looked across the moorland, 
DOW bleak and brown, with patches of dry powdery snow here 
and there, towards the village. 

"The old church doesn't seem the same," he sud, reflectively, 
" without a Grozier to preach the word to us o' Sundays. Master 
Sam ougbter been there, miss, to be sure he oaght." 

Tbe girl laughed merrily. A moment before she had been on 
the point of turning to go. Now she stood and looked across 
the moor. 

"I do not think Mr. Crozier would have made a good parson, 
Anson," she said, lightly. 

"Perhaps not, perhaps not, Miss Elmy. Though to be sure, 
none can tell what's inside a man till the hosk has been scraped a 
bit. But he's a mun good fellow, a main good fellow, Miss 
Elmy." 

"Tes, Anson," she said, indifferently, aa ahe turned to go. 
" Good-morning," 

" Good-morning, Miss Elmy," replied the old man. 

The girl walked slowly up the narrow avenue towards the 
peaceful old house. There were two or three other letters, but 
that from Tom Yalliant received ber undivided attention. 

"I wonder," aha murmured, "if he is coming on Saturday I 
This is Wednesday — three whole days before then 1" 

She suddenly drew np the soft woollen shawl which had fallen 
a little from her shoulders, and began running towards the trellised 
gate into the Walled Garden. In the library she found her father, 
who was carefully airing the local morning paper before the fire. 

" There is a letter from Tom," she cried out, gleefully, as she 
fastened the window. 

" Ah, I am glad of it" 

With these words tbe heavily built man turned towards his 
daughter with a smilo of sincere pleasure upon his broad and hon- 
est English face. He pressed his right hand into the small of his 
back — if the word "small" be allowed to pass — and grunt«d; 
then he crossed tbe room slowly and kissed his daughter ; straight- 
ening himself afterwards with another grunt. Elma was appar- 
ently accustomed to these sounds of anguish, for the smile never 
left her face. Squire VaUiaot bad the habit of granting until 
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eleven o'clock in the morning; after that he forgot his lumbago, 
which was laid aside antil bedtime. At ten o'clock at night ho 
invariably recollected to place his hand once more ia the centre 
of his back and groan, the precise moment of this occurrence be- 
ing usually when he began to mount the broad st^rs, candle in 
hand. 

He now sought vigorously in the region of his throat for the 
string of an eye-glass which had as usual beea tucked into his 
waistcoat with the end of his black tie. Having fixed the glass 
in his eye, he took the letters from his daughter's hand. 

"Yes," he said, holding one up to the light; "that is from 
Tom, iindonbtedly ; that is from Tom. Tour scapegrace of a 
cousin has remembered his relations at last. Eh, little woman, 
eh ! ha, ha 1" 

He chuckled, and presently threw the letter down upon the 
breakfast-table. 

" Bnt," be said, simply, " it is addressed to yonr mother, so we 
must leave it till she comes down." 

Elma was engaged in spreading out the London newspaper. 
It was one of her dsily duties to smooth it out and cut the pages 
for her fatlier's convenience in reading. If Squire Valliant was 
deprived of his morning's paper be remembered his lumbago, and 
grunted all day. 

"I wonder," said the girl, absently, " if ^they are coraJug at 
the end of the week." 

" Who ?" inquired her father, carelessly, while he lifted the 
cover off the dish set before him. 

" Tom, I mean," she replied, rather hurriedly ; " I wonder if 
he is coming at the end of the week." 

The squire made no reply just then. He was a slow thinker, 
this honest country gentleman. Bori^ and bred amid these low 
open hills, he had acquired a certain love of openness, and never 
sought for motives in the th<tughte or words of others, as towns- 
men love to do. Elma's little slip had been a slip and nothing 
else, and so he thought no more about it, but turned bis atten- 
tion to the domestic arrangements for the end of the week. 

" Is there anything arranged for Saturday — any one coming, 
I mean V he asked. 

The girl seated herself beside the fire, croaching low npon the 
fender, and holding her hands to the warmth. 
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" I believe," she replied, " that mother asked Willy Holdsworth 
to luDch if it proves too hard for huntiog. He expects a friend^ 
a Mr. Vsrden, and does not know bow to amuse him." 

" Banting I" muttered the squire, and then he langhcd, and 
was palled np suddenly by a violent fit of coughing, of which, 
however, he made the most, holding his back and making a great 
to-do with his lips. "Hunting!" he gasped; " Holdsworth' s 
haoting is a regular farce. He rides like a sailor." 

The girl looked quickly across the table. Hei round, innocent 
eyes rested for a moment upon ber father's genial face. The 
old gentleman sought vigoronsly for a pocket-handkerchief in 
the tail of his gray tweed coat aud wiped his mustache noisily 
with a fiourish. 

" He does many things like a sailor," said Elma, carelessly. 

"No harm in that; I've known some good men in my time 
who were sailors." 

She looked into the fire for some moments before answering. 
There was a gentle wonder in her eyes, and she rubbed one band 
slowly over the back of the other, which lay upon her lap. 

"Yes," she acquiesced, "bnt — " 

"But what, little woman !" 

"I wonder where he learned to do things lite a sailor." 

The sqnire smiled a little grimly, and pushing his chair back 
from the table, crossed bis legs. Then he glanced at his huge, 
old-fashioned watch. Mrs. Valliant was already five minutes late 
for breakfast, and everything was getting cold, for the air was 
sharp; bnt there seemed to be no question of beginning the 
meal without her. 

" Better not inqaire," be s^d ; " better not inquire, I think. 
When a man disappears for eight years and comes back with 
bis hair very neat, and a devil-may-care self-possesuon about 
him, it is best not to ask where he has been. He is very steady 
now, and he is very good to the old people. The past must be 
allowed to go unquestioned, but — bnt be can't ride. Can't ride 
a bit I" 

There was in the old man's tone a suspicion of forced charity, 
as if he were trying to make the best of a poor bargain, which 
his daughter did not fail to detect. She was a little country 
maiden, not greatly experienced, not too wise, perhaps ; and the 
mysterious portion of her old playmate's life interested ber. It 
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is a kmeotabls fact that a man, if he U known to have beea or 
to be a rake, aTouBes an interest in the heails of most women by 
reason of bis reputation, and it was Bometbing of this spirit that 
caused Elnia Yalllant's thoughts to turn repeatedly towards Will- 
iam EoJdsworth. 

At tbis moment, however, the girl heard her mother's step in 
the long corridor, and i^>se from her crouching position withont 
undue haste, but in time to be standing op before Mrs.Valliant 
entered the room. 

Mrs. Valliiint was rather a colorless little woman ; a worthy 
repreaentatjve of s generation which was in reality mora heart- 
less and colder than the present, although it is not the fashion 
to believe so. She bad married late in life, after having ruled 
for some years a spinster household of her own, and thus had 
contracted views and habits of thought which clung to her still. 
Nevertheless, she was in her way a good woman. Thoroughly 
conscientious, truly dutiful, and strictly just, bitt heartless. Heart- 
less in her love, heartless in her hatred. Smiting rarely, weeping 
never. How she came to be the mother of an impulsive and 
joyous little maiden like Elma it woald be hard to say. The 
girl had certainly not inherited from tbe maternal side her quick 
loving heart, of which the' emotions glowed so transparently upon 
her smooth and dwnty cheek. Her lai^e bright eyes bore no 
resemblance to the lifeless hazel orbs of Mrs. Valliant They 
were her father's eyes, with the quick, eager glance of the true 
sportsman softened into womanly tenderness and coqitetry. 

The household arrangements were conducted with a rigid re- 
gard for precedent and custom which was characteristic of the 
mistress. The heartless little woman was in fact an excellent 
boose-keeper, loving punctuality at all times except breakfast, 
for she was a bad riser, exercising a ruthless economy, and tak- 
ing care to provide such dishes as pleased her husband's taste 
with a punctilioos disregard for her own opinion upon the 
matter. 

Elraa was tbe scapegrace of the family. She was invariably 
down in time for breakfast; bat there was no merit in that, for 
her mother was usually late, and at other meals she was often 
in defaolt It will be remembered that she rose somewhat hur- 
riedly from her graceful but " unfinished" poatore on the fender 
before her mother entered tbe room. 
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Mrs. ValUant attended to her duties in conaectioQ with brenk- 
fast before looking at her letters. Tbea she opened Tom's en- 
velope first and proceeded to read the contents with a vague 
Btuile. Tom Yalliaut was, perhaps, the only hnman being in her 
circle of friends and relations who was not wholesomely afraid 
of tbe mistress of Ooldheath. 

Presently she lud the letter down beside her plate and said, 
" Tom asks if he may come on Satarday — fae uid Samnel Cro- 

The squire nodded bis head. 

" Ah 1" he said, in a tone which committed him neither to ap- 
proval Dor otherwise until his wife's opinion had been received. 

" William Holdsworth and his friend Mr. Varden are coming to 
lunch," said Mrs. Yalliant. " It will be rather heavy for the serv- 
ants, but we must manage as best we can." 

Very few arrangements were completed without some refer- 
ence to the servants by Mrs. VallianL She regulated her life 
with a view of suiting their convenience, while their opinion was 
invariably quoted and considered. Sbe was, nevertheless, a strict 
mistress, and rarely kept her domestics for any length of time. 



CHAPTER V. 



On the Saturday morning, before the dissipated denizens of 
Xdme Court were astir, the silence of that sacred nook was broken 
by a sharp, light footstep. Tom Valliant, although a high-spir- 
ited man among bis companions, was by no menDB given to a dis- 
play of hilarity when alone. He never whistled merry airs for his 
own edification, and never sang gently as Crozier was in the habit 
of doing when in his bedroom. 

However, on this bright February morning the medical student 
felt nnnsnally gay. A slight frost had cleared the air and exhil- 
arated tired nature. Nature in this case was represented, however, 
by nothing more important than the lime-tree, which was hard 
and dry and shrivelled. 

On being admitted by a diisty servant with a forlorn cap, he 
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ran lightly up-staira. The fire was burning in Crozier'8 sitling- 
Foom, bat there were no signs of breakfast yet, Yalliant passed 
nnheBilatiogl; tbrongb into tbe bedroom which communicated bj 
a curtained door. Here he found Crozier on hia knees before an 
open Gladstone bag, bamming an operatic air to himself. 

" Packing I" he exclaimed, cbeeri ally. " Allow me to assist you." 

With this purpose in view be took a seat upon the bed, and 
witb a quick swing of bis right arm sent a pillow flying into tbe 
open bag, scattering wbat was already there. Crozier returned 
the missile gravely, and Yalliant, warding it oS with bis foot, sent 
it tbrougb tbe open door into tbe sitting-room, wbere it lay upon 
the carpet unheeded. 

Then the medical student lighted a cigarette and watched his 
companion in silence. The singer continued his occnpatton with 
indolent gravity, 

" Our new tweed suit is very efl!ective," said Yalliant, presently, 
poising his head aidcwise, and gazing critically at bis companion. 

Crozier ceased humming for a moment, and pulled down his 
waistcoat with a smile of satisfaction. 

" I was told that it is a most snccessCu) turn-out — by tbe man 
who made it," he said, witb gentle irony. Then be opened a 
drawer and took therefrom a dress-snit carefully folded. 

" We bave, in addition, a new dress-snit," stud Yalliant, witb 
an amused smile. 

" It is not new," said Crozier, quite gravely. " I always keep 
two going." 

" Why V 

The singer did not answer at once. He closed tbe bag and 
strapped it up vigorously. 

" One for the shady side, the other for tbe suony." 

Yalliant rose aud walked slowly to tbe window. There be 
stood witb his bands in his pockets contemplating the time-tree, 
while a thin spiral column of smoke rose from the end of his ciga- 
rette. 

"Which all^ory meaneth wbat!" he said, indifferently and 
lightly. 

"One for Myra's and anotber for Ooldbeatb — one for Syra 
and anotber for^your cousin," explained the singer, with a soft 
laugb. "Just ring tbat bell," he continned, "and I will order 
breakfast" 
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Valliant moTOd slightly, but not towards the bell, which was 
almost within reach, and then he stood swaying from side to side, 
lifting first one foot and then the other. 

"Let ns go across to Myra's for breakfast," he said, almost 
sharply, as he glanced backward over his shonlder. 

Croziei passed behind him and rang the bell himself, before be 
answered with a persistence which woald have surprised a close 
observer bad aach been there to see. It was so unlike him, so 
directly contrary to his indolent ways of speech and action. 

" I have not the least Intention of going over to Myra'a. It is 
moch more comfortable here. I asked you to breakfast; you 
accepted, and you must take the consequences. I have better 
marmalade than Mym, and the forks do not come ' all hot ' from 
a wooden tub behind the counter." 

Valliant laughed In bis ulent way and said nothing. At this 
moment a voice in the sitting-room called out, 

"Tess'r!" 

" Breakfast, please, Mrs. Sanders." 

" Tess'r !" 

Grozier was still occupied in a methodical, slow way with his 
toilet. When the door of the sitting-room had been closed some- 
what hastily behind the house-keeper, be said, without looking 
towards his companion : 

" The talented Mrs. Sanders is a wonderful woman. You ob- 
serve that there is now no sign of breakfast. In four minutes it 
will be ready upon the table. She has her faults, however. Even 
that wonderful woman has her faults." 

He drew on his coat and looked critically ronnd the room be- 
fore continuing pensively : 

"Creaky boots," he murmured; "creaky boots. It is not a 
venial sin, but it serves to show that she is only human after all. 
And — and I have reason to believe that she brings most of the 
breakfast-things np-stairs in her pockets. Xow I'm ready. Come 
along and witness Mrs. Sanders's miracle." 

Yalliant followed his companion into the other room and threw 
the end of his cigarette into the fire. Then he torued, and in his 
nanal bantering way said, 

" Were yonr dulcet tones delighUng the heart of the British 
public last night f 

" Tes, I was singing at a smoking concert.'' 
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" Yon are a fool, Samuel, to do that sort of thing." 

" Why r 

" Well, I suppose yon gave your services for nothing. Of 
conrse it was a benefit" 

" Yes." 

"Yon shouldn't do it, mon vieux. Keep yonr market price 
np. People do not set a high valae on what costs them notbiug. 
Yon onght to be making more money than you are making now 
with a Toice like yonra." 

"The pot is casting aspersions upon the complexion of the 
kettle," said Grozier, as he took up the morning paper from the 
breakfast-table. " I am very happy as I am, my friend," he con- 
tinned, with lazy good-nature. Mrs. Sanders cooks kidneys per- 
fectly. Lime Court, if not rural, is at least quiet and peaceful. 
My soul bankers not aft«r wealth." 

"Did you sing the song about the old sportsman !" 

" The old sportsman P' echoed Grozier, in surprise, as he look- 
ed over the paper towards his companion. " Which old sports- 
man f 

"The venerable wild-goose chaser," explained Yalliant. "The 
new song you sang the other night at Myra's." 

" Oh yes, I sang it by way of an encore." Then he continued 
reading the morning news, and did not soem to hear his compan- 
ion's muttered remark made a few minutes later, 

" I like that song," Valliant said, vaguely and even seriously. 
" Have you put it in your Gladstone f he added later, in a louder 

"I think so, but at all events I know it," was the careless 
reply. 

" You had much better take it and — and then EIraa can play 
the accompaniment. She likes doing so, I believe." 

Over the newspaper a pair of deep-set earnest eyes were filed 
upon Yalliant's face. The possessor of the eyes slowly moistened 
his lips. The paper was quite motionless, the strong, heavy- 
featured man then turned away and laid it aside. 

" Accompanying is never a pleasure," he said, indifEerently. 

There was a short silence, during which the singer brought 
two chairs forward to the table. Then Valliant spoke again. 

"She once told me that she liked accompanying you," he said, 
placidly. 
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" I think it is in my bag," muttered the singer, id a tone which 
implied that he had no iotentioD of verifying his sapposition. 

At that moment Mrs. Sanders bnatled into the room, bearing 
an enormous tray. As predicted by Crozier, breakfast was served 
in a few minutes, and the two men sat down. Crorier did the 
honora in a quick deft way, pouring out the coffee and moving 
the cnps and plates with a certain noiseless ease. Had Elms 
Valliant beeu there she would perhaps have detected a subtle re- 
semblance between his way of moving and that of William Holds- 
worth, who, she thought, did things like a sailor. It almost 
seemed as if these two men bad passed through the same school. 

" By-the-way," said the singer, when Mrs. Sanders had left the 
room, " you never told me what Mrs. Valliant said in reply to 
your note. I don't know whether I am invited or not." 

Valliant fumbled in his pockets. 

"I have a letter for yon somewhere," he replied. "I wonder 

" From Mrs. Valliant f ' inquired the singer, qnietly. 

His companion looked across the table sharply, without, how- 
ever, abandoning his search. 

" Yes, from the old lady herself." 

"Then 1 suppose it is all right)" 

"Oh yes. It is ali right and — yes — here ia the letter." 

The note was short, but kindly enough in its stiff wording. 
Merely an invitatioo to go down to Goldiieath with Tom at the 
end of the week and stay as long as was convenient, hospitably 
expressed, but with no heartiness. People with greenish gray 
eyes, around the iris of which there is a distinct light-colored 
rim, are never hearty. There is no impulsiveness, no warmth of 
self-sHcrificiog love in the soul that ia hidden behind aach eyes 
as these. 

Tom Valliant took up the letter, which his companion had 
thrown across to him, and read it with a smile in his qnick, rest- 
less eyes. 

"I have seen my respected aunt," he said, cheerily, "under 
many different circumstances, but I have never yet seen her sans 
starch." 

Crozier made no reply to this remark, and presently rose from 
the table to ring the bell and request that a hansom cab should 
be called. 
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They drove to Waterloo Station through the keeo frosty air — 
a pair of cheery, heart-whole men, to all appearance. 

The journey was elow and somewhat nneventfoL At the sta- 
tion they found the Goldheath dt^-cart under the care oF a 
smart yooDg groom, who relinquished the reins to Tom with 
alacrity. 

"They're skating this moraiog, Mr. Tom," said the yonng fel- 
low, as he jnmped np behind. 

"On the Canal!" 

" Yes, sir. On the Old Canal, and beautiful ice it is. Uiss 
Klmy sent me round by the parsonage to oak Miss Gibb to go to 
the Court and take her akatcs. And I believe there's soma gen- 
tlemen eomin' over as well." 

" What gentlemen !" iaqaired Tom, rather sharply, as he clever- 
ly guided the horse round a nasty corner. 

"There's young Mr. Uoldsworth, sir — him as has bean away so 
long ; an' he's going to bring a friend, I believe." 

Tom made some remark to his companion on the front seat, 
and the groom settled himself squarely, with folded arms and a 
stony countenance. 

When they drove up to the door of Goldheath Court the 
squire was upon the step awaiting their arrival. 

" How do, my dear boys, how der do )" he exclaimed, heartily. 
"They have all just gone down to the pond — Klma, that is, and 
Lily Gibb, and those two men. My wife — well — let me see, she's 
about somewhere — speaking to the servants, no doubt" 

The two men returned the old fellow's hearty grip, and then 
proceeded to unpack their skates before the fire in the carpeted 
hall. In a few minutes they all passed out of a glass door at the 
opposite side of the house, not into the Walled Garden, but on to 
a large lawn where the thin snow lay untouched by footsteps. 
There were more cedars here, large solemn fellows with mournful 
slice-like branches touched with white. They skirted the lawn 
and came presently to a railing. This they climbed, and in a 
few minutes stood at the edge of a long narrow strip of water. 
This bad once been part of a canal running right through Snrrey 
and Sassez, but the Railway Company, fearing opposition, had 
bought up the water-way, with the view of allowing it to fall 
into disrepair. Here and there short stretches had been pre- 
served for irrigation or ornament. 
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Elms Yallisnt, who was eUnding on tbe ice with her skates 
already sUrapped on, came to meet them at once, followed more 
leisnrely by a joung lady on skates and two men on foot After 
the greetings were over a general introduction followed, and the 
men raised their hats vagnely. 

Tom and Crozier immediately shook hands with Vnrden, ex- 
pressing some surprise at seeing him there. Then Crozier looked 
quietly at Holdsworth, to whom he had been introdnced, general- 
ly, a moment before. Holdsworth did not, however, appear to 
notice this glance. 

Tbe two girls then glided away, leaving the fonr men to put 
on their skates. 

It happened that Holdsworth and Crozier were neit to each 
other, and they both saw that their skates were identical, of a 
peculiar Canadian pattern rarely seen in England. The former 
remarked upon this at once, and Crozier, with a low laugh, replied 
that he had noticed tbe fact. The girls came back in a few 
minutes and found that Tom and Varden had fixed their Acmes 
and were ready. All four then shot away hand in hand in long 
sweeps on the outoide edge. 

The two men seated on the bank were still talking about their 
skates. 

" They take longer to put on, bat they never slip when once 
screwed up as Acmes do," Elma heard Crozier say as she took 
Tom's hand. 

"There are none like them," replied Holdsworth. 

" I have not skated this year," said Crozier, bending over hia 
foot 

" Nor I," was tbe reply. 

Then tbe skaters moved away and Elma heard no more. Some- 
thing in the manner of these two men interested her. There was 
in both faces the same slow observant look, and in their strong 
persons there was a distinct resemblance of carriage, notably of 
the shoulders and head. Beside them Walter Varden looked 
lamentably boneless and weak, although be was taller and more 
carefully dressed. 

When they were left alone Crozier r^sed his bead slightly as 
if to make sure that they were oot of ear-shot Then he ceased 
screwing the nnt at his heel, and stamped his foot tentatively on 
the ice. 
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He turned suddenly towards bis companion, acd his blue eyea 
seemed to contract. 

" What devil's wort are yon doing bere ?" be asked, in a softly 
deliberate way. 

Holdswortb seemed in no manner surprised. He conttnnod 
fixing his slate, but glanced furtively towards his companion's 
hands, vbtch were lying strong and qniescent upon either knee. 
Then he answered, in a low voice, 

"That is my business." 

Crozier did not change countenance. He rose to bis feet and 
stood upon the ice in front of his companion, looking down at 
him with no hardness in bis earnest eyes. 

"That style will not do with me," he ssid, "you know tne 
better than that." 

" Hang it, sir — " began Holdswortb, then he stopped suddenly. 
The last word had slipped from bis tongae inadvertently, and he 
looked up with an awkward, embarrassed laugh, 

" Tbe old habit sticks closely," he murmured, deprecatingly. 

Crozier's smile was also tinged with embarrassment, but it was 
perhaps characteristic of the man that be was in no way soft- 
ened. 

" Did you know I was coming to-day !" he asked, gravely. 

"Yes." 

"And you had tbe cheek to come too )" 

" Call it pluck," suggested Holdswortb, audaeionsly. He 
dragged at his fluffy fair mustache and glanced at Crozier with 
daring blue eyes as be spoke. 

" Suppose," began Crozier, meditatively, " suppose I had rec- 
ognized yon publicly and called you by — by the name you sailed 

" You are not the sort of man to make a mistake of that de- 
scription," said the other, coolly, and with no intention of flattery. 

" It never does to trust too much to luck. It might have been 
very awkward," insisted Crozier. 

" I didn't trust to luck, I trusted to you." 

"Then don't do it again." This was uttered shortly and with 
a steady tone of determination which Crozier assumed at times, 
and which clashed with his indolent way of taking the world. 
He glided away backward, hut Holdswortb was now on his feet 
and skated after him. 
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" Oh," he said, in a voice half Bneering and half pleading, " it is 
so easy to hit a fellow wheo be is donn, so confoundedly easy to 
prevent him getting op again." 

" Are yoii trying to get up i^ainl" asked tho singer. 

" I cannot expect the attempt to be nell received at yoar 
bands," nas tlie sullen reply. 

They were now skating down the length of tha pond towards 
the rest of the party, each in his individual and characteristic 
way — Crozier backward, with a marked ease add assurance of 
movement, Holdsworth keeping close to him, advancing apon 
the outside edge with a greater display of action and even some 
Bonrish, but not so firmly set upon the ice. 

Crozier glanced over his shoulder before replying. They were 
still some way from the rest of the party. 

" Tliat is bosh," he said, quietly, " and you know it." 

Perhaps there was a slight softening of tone, or it may have 
been that a sudden recollection arose before Holdsworth's mind. 
At all events his manner suddenly changed. 

" Ah, Crozier," he exclaimed, eagerly, " you are the only man 
who has gone out of his way to help me. Don't turn against me 
now. I have tried, man ; Fve tried hard. Don't push me down- 
hill now. Give me another chance. I cannot be wholly bad. 
I was a good aulor — remember that Whatever I was, I made a 

" Yes," replied the wnger, absently, " you were a good sailor, a 
better one than I was myself most likely — " 

Suddenly he stopped, his eyes acquired at that instant a hard, 
almost metallic look. His strong face was fixed and rigid. The 
other saw it and grew ashy pale. 

" By ," he whispered, " your time is not up. I have a 

good memory for dates !" 

" Ijook out," gasped Holdsworth. " Here is Valliant !" 
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CHAPTER VI 



At tbiB moment Tom TallUnt stated up to them, 

"Do come," he cried oat, "and see Yarden's figure eight It 
ia certaioly the very finest thing of the kind that I have evet seen. 
lie does the first loop splendidly, and then sits down." ' 

The two men laaghed, and followed him at once. Walter 
Varden, who was the worst alcater present, was attempting to con- 
ceal the fact under a flow of technical terms and phrases. A sort 
of competition was presently set on foot, and all the party stood 
in a group. In this, Iloldsworth undoubtedly came oat the best 
man. There was a certain dash and recklessness in his perform- 
ance, which, if of doubtful value in life, is useful upon skates. 
While this was still going on Tom Yalliant moved to his cousin's 
side, and under cover of a loud laugh, in which every one joined 
except Varden, he took her hand and drew her away. 

"Oome round the pond with me," he s^d; "I have something 
to tell you." 

There may perhaps have been a shadow of hesitation in her 
smile, bot she obeyed him instantly, and with crossed hands they 
shot away, 

" I suppose, Elma," he eaid, carelessly, " that Crozier has not 
spoken to you about me or my affairs." 

" No," she replied, shortly, 

"I did not expect that he had," continued her cousin. "The 
. praiseworthy manner in which the grave Samuel minds his owd 
aSairs is almost wortJiy of a better cause." 

"He has not spoken at all except to say 'how do you dof" 
murmured she, indifferently. 

Elma and Tom were almost of the same height, for he was 
not a tall man. He glanced sidewise at her with those quick, 
merry eyes of his, and drew her towards him a little, so that 
his grip was firmer round her fingers, for the tee was hard and 
difQcult. 
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"And yet with all his aversion to meiJdliDg with other people's 
a£Eairs he is the cause of oar being here now." 

" Indeed," she said, laughingly. " Did he think yon required 
a change of air, or did you, as his medical adviser, prescribe the 
same for htm !" 

"Neither, ma eoattne. lie was pleased to proclaim it neces- 
sary noder circumstances which have arisen that I should come 
down to Goldheath, confess the circumstances, and seek the ad- 
vice of my honored relatives," 

She looked at him suddenly, with a wondering smile curling 
ber lips, which were very red and dainty. 

" What are the circamBtanccs f ' she asked. " Though my ad- 
vice can hardly be of much value." 

He turned quickly, as if about to contradict the last statement, 
bat appeared to change his mind. 

"The circumstances," he b^^n, with mock pomposity, "are 
briefly these : Nearly a year ago Sam gave a bachelor's party ; 
perhaps jou remember it. There were a lot of clever fellows 
there, and not least among these was your devoted admirer — the 
deponent. One fellow played the mandolin, another played 
something else, and I, as usual, played the fool. During the 
evening Sam sang several songs, and among them be sang the 
'Bridge.' I don't know which bridge or what bridge, bnt he de- 
clared that he was there at midnight as the clock was striking 
the hour. When be had finished singing, one of the men there, 
a well-known publisher, said that he believed that there was a 
fortune to be made by illastrating Longfellow's Poems, and that 
it onght to be a comparatively easy task. Presently the subject 
was changed, and was not again referred to before the men left 
When they had ail gone, somevvbere about three in the morning, 
Sam and I sat down to have a last solemn pipe. After we bad 
been meditating upon the political condition of oar father-land 
for some time, he took his pipe from his month, and looked at 
me in his most gravely melancholy manner. Yon know the way 
he looks at one when he is going to be rather funny." 

"Yes," said Elma, softly, " I know." 

" I suppose you will start to-morrow morning," he said, quietly. 
"I asked him what he was driving at, and he explained that I 
would be a fool not to have a shot at illustrating Longfellow. I 
had a shot, Elina. I tried for it — and — and I've won." 
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He broke off into a ehort laugh, and looked awHy past her, 
across the low meadow towards tiie dark belt of pine-trees. 

" I am very, very glad," sbe said, softly, and in her sweet voice 
there was a thrill of heart-felt sincerity. She was quite grave, and 
his jesting reply must have struck hnrshly npoD her ears. 

" Sam says it is luck," he laaghed, " whereas I am of the opin- 
ion that it is genius." 

"And what are you going to do f ' she asked. " I suppose you 
will give up St. Antony's." 

If she failed to appear excited over Tom's good-fortune it was 
because she had not seen the book, because she did not know 
how great and assured its success was considered by experts ; and 
if be was disappointed in the manner in which she received the 
news he bad only to blame his own oS-hand way of imparting it. 
It was often a difficult matter to define exactly where gravity 
merged into jest with Tom Valliant, and being a sensitive man 
he had received many a little rankling stab from no other reason 
than that be bad been misunderstood. 

"My dear Elma," be now said, with a smile, "that is precisely 
wby I am here. It is because I do not know myself, or do not 
care, that I seek yonr advice and that of yonr stern parents." 

" Have you told them !" she asked. 

" No," he answered, with a sudden access of gravity. " No ; I 
wanted to tell you first of all." 

She was pleased to ignore his gravity. 

" Because of the superior value of my advice !" she asked, with 
a flash of mischievous eyes. 

" Of course," he answered, laughingly. The group at the end 
of the pond had broken up, and at this moment Crozier passed 
near to them. Tom stopped him. 

" Sam !" he cried. " Samuel !" 

The singer swnng round and faced tbem. Valliant half extend- 
ed his hand as if to invite him to join them, but Crozier did not 
appear to notice it, although Elma's quick eyes detected the move- 
ment at once. 

" I have been telling Blma abont that book," said Yalliant. 

"Ahl" He turned towards the girl at once with bis slow 

"You must congratulate him," he added; "he has made a 
great hit" 
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Then he skated away. The man<eavre was not well executed. 
His intention of leaving them alone was too obvious, and they 
both experienced a little momentary shock of antagoDiam towards 
him. Gonsideriog that he had been distinctly invited to join 
them, the movement was a mistake. 

Tom was annoyed, and changed the subject almost immediate- 
ly, with a marmnr to the effect that Blma would see the book 
later. Presently bo left her, and his place was takeo without 
delay by Koldsworth, whose style of skating suited Elma's ad- 
mirably. 

Her new companion made himself very agreeable, exercising 
freely a pleasant' gift of talking happily npon trifling subjects. 
But Elma was absent-minded. She answered briefly though kind- 
ly enough, and her laugh had that peculiar ring in it which be- 
trays a lack of interest. Presently, however, she accorded a great- 
er attention to him, and even encouraged his sallies by bright 
lesponses of her own. She had seen that Yalliant and Crozier 
were now skating together with the usual kindly exchange of 
chaff, which dispelled a balf-conceived fear that there waa some 
cloud npon the horizon of their fiiendship. 

She was very desirous of speaking with Crozier befoie Tom 
produced the book which promised so well, but no opportunity 
occurred before the luncheon-bell was heard. She even began to 
think that the singer was purposely avoiding her, which is a dan- 
gerous thought to harbor, for it gathers evidence, like a cunning 
attorney, where none exists. 

After luncheon they all returned to the pond, and it was then 
that Crozier had a severe fall. There had been much tumbling 
about, but no one bad been hurt. Crozier's fall, however, was 
something nastier, as he waa going a great pace at the time, and 
came down heavily npon bis shoulder. Moreover, it was not his 
own fault, which perhaps made matters worse. Walter Varden 
was executing a very elaborate figure, and fell just in time to up- 
set Crozier as he came rapidly backward on the outside edge. 
Both men sat on the ice and laaghingly apologized. Presently 
they rose and continued skating, but the singer soon went towards 
a small garden-seat which had been brought to the edge of the 
water, 

"I am going to smoke," he said, with grave jocularity, to Tom, 
"and recover my shattered senses." 
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From that little garden-scat be watched them all — watched 
Holdsworth skating with Elma, and watched Tom Valliant watch- 
ing Holdswortb. At the same time he smoked mcditativelj with 
many a speculative glance at the burning end of bis cigar. Occai- 
sioDally his deep-set eyes solemnly followed the movements of 
Walter Varden and Misa Glbb, not that these personages were in- 
teresting, but because they formed a necessary part of the picture. 

He was in no manner sarprised when Elma left Eoldsworth 
and came towards him. 

" I am a little tired," she expluned, as she took her place at 
his side upon the seat, and then she sat with rather heightened 
color, breathing rapidly from her late exertions. 

"It ia about this time in the afternoon," said Crozier, "that 
pensiveness comes upon us." 

Then he recollected his cigar, and glanced over his shoulder to 
see where he could throw it. 

" If you throw it away I shall go," said Elma, " and I want to 
sit here, so please be reasonable." 

He inclined his head by way of thanking her, and contioned 
smoking. 

"I am always reasonable," he said, with slow bnmor, "and by 
seeking to combine close attention to the interests of the nobility 
and gentry with prompt execution of orders, S. C. hopes to receive 
continued patronage." 

" If 8, C, would kindly bo serious for a few minutes I should 
be much obliged." 

" Zum befehl," he murmured, tomirig towards her. " What 
riddle are you about to propound f 

"First," she replied, with a little imperious smile, " I want to 
know if you hurt yourself just now." 

" Not at all, thank you ; it was only a shake. I am getting 
rather old to roll about, and — and as I observed before, a cer- 
tain pensiveness comes over man and beast at this time in the 
afternoon." 

In completiou of his meaning he slightly raised his cigar and 
glanced at it. 

"Quite Buref she asked, with her pretty head poised eidewise. 

"Quite," he answered, carelessly, almost rudely, in face of her 
evident sympathy. " Has Tom told you all about the book T' he 
added at once, with the obvious intention of changing the subjecL 
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"I think so," she replied, looMng across the ice tovarda her 
coasiD ; " bat I have no doabt that jrou can tell me more." 

"Yes!" 

"Tom's BCCODDt of it was, to sb; the least, sfaetchy. Moat 
of his statemeDts are sketchy, I thinlc. Is it reall; goiog to be a 
saccess, Mr. Crozier ! I mean enough of a success to justify his 
giving Dp medicine and taking to art" 

" I think BO," he said, quietly, with no hesitation, no mock 
modesty. 

"And," she added, with a basiness-like Uttle tarn of the head, 
" will the sale be large !" 

He smiled involantarily at her evident delight in her own show 
of commercial shrewdness. 

" Yes," he said, " I think it will be large. In fact, by the 
arrangement which has been made with the publisher it should 
bring him in a small income for some years. The publisher has 
been very generous." 

" I did not know that Tom was such a good man of business." 

She bad tamed a little and was looking directly at him. 

" No," he answered, rather consciously. " He is very far- 
sighted, I think, though he is pleased to conceal the fact" 

" Who made the arrangement f ' she asked, with a momentary 
gleam beneath her demurely lowered lashes. 

"The arrangement — oh — er — I made the arrangement" 

He drew in bis feet and stooped to examine the fastenings of 
his skates with a critical eye. 

She laughed a clear, rippling little laagh, and leaned back, 
dangling her feet with girlish enjoyment of her small triumph. 

"You are very good to Tom," she said, with sadden gravity ; 
"an invaluable friend." 

"The obligation is no more on one side than on the other," 
he replied. " ' We halve our griefs, and double our joys.' " 

She recognized the ring of a quotation in the low tones of his 
voice, and asked, 

"Who said that r' 

" Somebody defined friendship in that way — Lord Bacon, I be- 
lieve." 

For some moments they sat in silence, listening to the long, 
continuous ring of the ice beneath the bright blades. It was a 
still evening, such aa often comes in Febmary. The pine-trees 
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all round them, like voiceless aentiuels, seemed to waUHt and waiL 
All the western sky was ruddy with a diamal, cold glow, not yet 
speaking of spring. But the two sitting there did not seem to 
feel the cold, and they watched the akaten with superficial in- 
terest At laet she moved a little. 

" I wiah I could remember things like that^" she stud ; " I am 
afraid I foi^et everything that I read or hear." 

"Urn — " he murmured, and. smoked harder. 

" Yoa seem to have read a great deal," she continned. 

He bad thrown away his cigar and was leaning forward with 
his elbows resting on his knees, and his strong brown bands 
clasped restfully. He turned towards her without actually look- 
ing into her face. 

" YoQ see," he explained, in a practical way, " Bailors have 
plenty of time on their hands in fine weather, and — and I suppose, 
taking it all in all, there ia more fine weather to be met with than 
bad. When I was a sailor I read a good deal." 

She did not answer at once. It almost seemed as if she had 
caught a little of bis indolent pensiveness and indificrence. 

" I always anderstood," she said, in a slow way, which dispensed 
with the necessity of a direct answer, "that sailors never quite 
settle down on land." 

" No — no ; perhaps you are right." 

"You are still fond of tbe sea)" she said, with soft interroga- 
tion. 

"Yes. Some day, when I am a rich man (through the exer- 
tions of some one else, of course), I shall keep a yacht." 

He looked thoughtfully over the still treea towards the southern 
heavens, where boge clouds hnng lazily, with softly rounded edges 
and a wondrous look of "distance" about them. She concluded 
that he was thinking of his beloved sea, but in that she was wrong. 
Tbe past occupied no place in bis mind. 

"And yet," she said, tentatively, with a woman's quick sympa- 
thy, " you left it by yonr own free-will." 

He shook his head slowly and sat back in the seat. 

"Not quite," he replied, with a smile. " It was a case of mis- 
taken duty — of giving way to an oversensitive conscience. I do 
not err in that way now. "When my father died my mother com- 
pletely broke down. I was on the China station then, and I . 
thought it my duty to come home, even if I had to give up the 
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sea in order to do it. When I reached England she bad been 
buried three neeks." 

He spoke quite uaemotioQally, and there was almost a specu- 
lative feeling in his voice aa if he were relating an incident in the 
life of some one else, wondering over the possible effect in a semi- 
interested way. 

At this moment William Holdsworth passed before them. 

"Tired?" be said, with respectful familiarity to Eloia, and 
glided away with a meaning smile before she had time to reply. 

" I sometimes think," she said, presently, in a lower voice, 
"tbat Willy Holdsworth should have been a sailor. There is 
something about the way in which he holds himself, and the 
movements of his hands, that reminds me of — of you, and of 
other naval men." 

Without tnrning his head he glanced at her face. She was 
watching Holdsworth with a little interested smile. 

" What is he f he asked, indifferently. 

" Nothing at present," was the reply. " He came home from 
abroad somewhere three months ago. Since that be has lived 
with his parents. Their house is about five miles away. They 
are very, very old, and I have been told that he is a devoted son 

Sam Crozier made no answer to tliis, and soon be rose, holding 
out bis band. 

"Come," be swd, "let ns skate. You will catch cold if you 
sit here too long in the twilight." 

Presently be handed her over to the care of Tom Yslliant, and 
continued to sweep about in long sure curves by himself. He 
seemed to love solitude for its own sake. Oertain it is that be 
preferred bis own society to that of Holdsworth, Varden, or even 
the lively Miss Gibb. Now that be had brought Tom and Elma 
together, he was quite content to spend the last hour of their 
day's pleasure alone — whirling, skimming, gliding from side to 
side, from end to end of the long sheet of ice. 

His strong, gentle face was restful as it always was, bis deep-set 
eyes contemplativo and very soft in tbeir earnestness. In short, 
the man was strong, with that great, deep, enduring strength 
which is independent of human sympathies. Few men of this 
stamp pass through tbeir allotted years without doing some good, 
lightening some burdens, and holding up some stumblera. They 
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are aeldora beloved hj the many, for the many know them not; 
bat the lives aroaad them, if not brighter, are surer in tbeir 
brightQesa and braver in their shadows for the anconacioDS infla- 
euce wielded by streog^h over great and small. 



CHAPTEE Vn. 
obozub's lib. 



Urs. Valliant had scruples about asking Crozier to sing mora 
than one or two songs. She felt, perhaps, that it was a speciea 
of charity for which she was suiog; attempting to get for noth- 
ing, as it were, a commodity for which money was demanded. 
But Elma was not held back by such donbts as these, estimable 
and admirable as they certainly were. After dinner that evening 
she seated herself airily at the piano, and swung ronnd upon the 
revolving music-stool towards Crozier with her hands clasped 
upon her lap. 

"Now," she said, imperionsly, "how many songs have yon 
brought )" 

"Two or three," was the reply. 

" My dear Elma," marmured Mrs. Valliant, reproachfully, " how 
can yon be so bigh-handed! Just when Tomkins was bnnging 
in the coffee, too. What will the servants thmk of yon!" 

Tom winked at Crozier over his coffee-cup and promptly went 
to his cousin's assistance. 

" Ah, Aunt Minnie, you see Elma knows how to treat Sam. If 
she asked him prettily to oblige us with a song, he wonid hum 
and ha, and wait to be pressed. 1 know the man. That is the 
way to overcome him. Push him ; don't try to draw bim with 
silken cords." 

He laughed bis qnick, infections laugh, and stepped forward 
respectfully to take Mrs. Valliant's empty coffee-cup. Then he 
crossed the room and took possession of a low chair near the 
piano. There he leaned back and gave himself over to the enjoy- 
ment of the music His qnick sensitive nature was easily touched 
by outward influences, and Crozier'a singing was always an onat 
loyed pleasure to bim. 
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From his position at ^e side of the piano he was closer to 
Elnia than Crazier, who stood behind her, and her dress thrown 
carelessly aside fell over his extended fceL He leaned back nnd 
nnconsciously watched bis cousin, noting the play of her deft fin- 
gers, and the little fronn that came over her face at the difficult 
passages. Once or twice when the song nas well known to faer, 
she forgot her anxiety about the accompaniment, Rnd followed 
drenmily with her lightly mobile bead the rise sod fall of the 
splendid voice. 

All this Tom Yatliant noticed as be lay softly smiling, and 
there was something else that impressed itself upon bis mem- 
ory. This was, that Sam Crozier never looked down at the fair 
girl who was playing for him. His eyes kept strictly to the mu- 
sic-book, although he stood so far back that he could not pos- 
sibly have read the words. When she turned round to him to ask 
some question with reference to the accompaniment, or to de- 
mand his aid in the selection of the nent song, he looked pa.st 
her towards the book in a business-like, almost professional way, 
which was not quite natural. 

After singing for some time be asked her to play, and she did 
BO on condition, laughingly made, that it was only in order to 
allow him a rest When she began he had been standing behind 
her, and at last she finished with a decisive little flourish, and 
swung round. But it was only to find that he had noiselessly 
crossed the room, and was sitting beside her father and mother 
near the fire. Somehow she bad expected him to remain stand- 
ing near to the piano, and the incident struck her at the moment 
and remained in her memory, 

" Thank you," said Crozier, looking np for a moment from & 
book which lay open before him. 

Then she turned towards her coasin, who was sitting near her, 
leaning forward in order to thank her. 

" Tom," she said, in a voice which, without being purposely 
lowered, must have been inaudible at the far end of the room, 
"can yon not stay over Monday ?" 

He leaned farther forward, and for a moment his eyes were 
quite grave. 

" I !" he inquired, touching his breast with one finger. 

With her lips she formed the single word " Do i" — not speak- 
ing it, bat expressing it with a coquettish little pout 
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"II" be wliispored agaiD, "or both!" And with hta ejea ho 
indicated Crozier, 

She shrugged her shonlders, and, played a few chords care- 
lessly. 

" As you like," she replied ; " and as he likes." 

Tom Valliaat leaned back in his low seat again and crossed 
his legs. His cousin began playing again, a light German jur 
much in vogue just at that time, and he rubbed bis slim hands 
slowly one over the other, as he looked vaguely across the room 
towards Crozier. Presently he roused himself. 

"Oh, nightingale," he exclaimed, dramatically, "come and 
warble. We have not bad the new song yet." 

The singer obeyed, and sang two songs. Then he said that 
they had had enough, and closed the book in his lazily, decisive 

" I have been trying," said Elma, in a low voice, &% she turned 
half aside towards Crozier, " to persuade Tom to stay over Mon- 
day. The frost is going to hold good and the skating will be 
worth staying for." 

" Both of us, of course )" put in Tom, with a short laugh. 

Crozier took no notice of this. Ue was arranging the maaic 
on the piano, and he looked down at her with his bine eyes, 
softened by a smile. 

"Do not persuade," he said. "Make him do it." 

"Can I!" she inquired, saucily. 

" Of course you can," replied he, looking towards Tom, who, 
however, did not meet bis glance. " There is absolutely nothing 
to take him to town, and the matter of bis brilliant future can 
be discnssed in the family circle till it is worn threadbare." 

Valliant drew in bis feet, and rose nuddcnly with the evident 
intention of crossing the room towards the lircptHce. 

" Phantom future, my boy, phantom future," he exclaimed, in 
tragic tones. " Not brilliant future. If you stay, I will ; not 
otherwise." 

" I do not believe that he wants to stAy," said Elma, play- 
fully. 

Valliant moved away, but Crozier raised his arm and detained 

" My dear Tom," be aaid, " I cannot stay. I wish I could, 
but I have an engagement on Monday nigbt." 
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" Breftk it," sngg«8ted Elouu 

Crozier shook bis head. 

VBlliant looked down at hU codsIq gravely. She was sitting 
before them on the music-BtooI, in her favorite, balC-girliah atti- 
tude, with her haads folded upon her lap. She swung from side 
to aide in a jerky way, making the stool revolve. 

"Sam never breaks an engagement," he said, steadily. 

She laughed merrily, not without a suggestioa of miacbief. 

" Oh no," she said, " of course not," 

"The worst of it is," put in Crozier, "that there is no senti- 
mental consolation to he got out of it on this occasion. It is - 
not a charity concert, so I cannot claim sympathy. As there is 
money to be considered in the question. Miss Yatliant, yon will 
understand that I must go." 

"Well," she replied, gayly, "Tom mnst stay at all events," 
She rose and passed across the room with her cousin. 

Crozier, who did not follow them, at once noticed that abe 
expressed no regret that he should be obliged to go, and yet 
some expression of this sort was the least that he might have 
expected. He closed the piano and stood for some moments 
contemplating the little group round the fireplace. Tom was 
talking gayly in his usual chaffing style, and the singer saw that 
bis friend's merry dark eyes followed his cousin's every move- 
ment and every glance with a persistence that was almost furtive 
at times. 

" A week," meditated the watcher, as he brushed aside his 
brown mustache with a quick backward movement of the finger. 
"A week together would do it— but — hut why does he keep 
constantly harping on that old joke about the phantom future? 
I wish I had never sung the song." 

Then he crossed the room and joined in the discussion which 
was going on relative to the book of " Poetical Works," illus- 
trated by Tom Valliant 

lAter in the evening, as the young people stood together in the 
long broad passage that ran the whole length of the house, light- 
ing their bedroom candles, Elma again returned to the question. 

"Tom," she said, with a little imperious nod, "you are going 
to stay over Monday." 

He shrugged his shoulders and laughed aa he swung Itgbtiy 
round on bis beet to face her. 
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"I Bhonld like to," be said, "and I snppose I sball becanM 
Sam says I must. I generally do vhat he wante me to, aoonei 
or later ; n'eit-ee-paM, Samael." 

Crozier smiled. He was busy straightening the wick of his 
candle with a match, and the flame flickered, casting its search- 
ing light upward upon his powerful head and fac«, which would 
have been unpleasantly resolute had it not been for the lazy pen- 
siveness of the deep-set eyes. 

"Invariably," he answered, "when your own wish tallies with 

"And yon," said Elma, tnming to him, "will come back on 
Tuesday morning for some more skating, as mother suggested." 

" Thank you," he said, gravely, " if I can mant^ it" 

She moved away a little and glanced quickly into his face. He 
was still interested in the wick of the candle, 

" I have," said Tom, lightly touching his shirt-front, " an ach- 
ing conviction just here that he will not turn up on Tuesday 
morning." 

Elma laughed merrily and looked at Crozier. She had moved 
away as if to go to her room, bnt she stood still again a few yards 
from them. 

" I have my donbts," she said, mischievously. 

" Miss Valliant," s«d the singer, with quizzical reproach, " yon 
tacitly admitted just now that I was not the sort of man to break 
his engagements. Remember that the man who keeps an engage- 
ment for money may be expected to keep one for pleasure. If 
I were you I should not count upon my failing to turn up on 
Tuesday." 

" I shall take care not to do so," she said, laughingly, as she 
went up-stairs. 

Nevertheless, she knew as well as if he bad told her that Sam- 
uel Crozier had no intention then of coming back to Goldheath. 
She also knew that with a man of his stamp intentions once con- 
ceived are usnally carried out. Some of us may consider it a 
mistake, this unswerving adherence to a preconceived plan. 
Doubtless it leads to sorrow, but what does not ultimately trend 
downward to that same goal ? If a mistake be made, is it not 
better to stand by it — to sf«er the straightest course possible un- 
der the circumstances, and press bravely forward through the 
broken water to the smooth depths which (we are asked to be- 
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lieve) exist beyond t A good pilot does not " down-belni " and 
put tfae ship abont on nearin^; the rocks. It is wiser to hold on 
the same tact and find a way through. Better come to grief in 
advancing than in retreating. 

Tom ValliaDt accompanied his friend to bis bedroom, bnt he 
did not stay long, Crorier was tired and unresponsive ; he sank 
into a low chair before the fire and stretched out his legs with a 
groan of comfort, answering Tom's remarks by monosyllables. 
At last the younger man left the room with a cheery " good- 
night" Then the singer rose from hig seat and stood with his 
bands in his pockets and his feet slightly apart on the hearth- 
mg. He was not a clever man, this musician, not very brilliant, 
not too intellectual ; bnt he was steadfast, very steadfast, and as 
trne as steel. In the coarse of a wandering life he had seen many 
things that had pnzzled him — strange nn satisfactory men and in- 
comprehensible women. He had moved in many grades of socie- 
ty. Among men — from the gan-room to Myra's. Among mu- 
sicians — from Chatham Mnsic Hall to St. James's. Among 
women — from Syra, and lower than Syra, to his aristocratic 
mother. In all circles and under all circumstances he had expe- 
rienced no difficulty in steering his own coarse, guided by that 
sabtle sense of refinement which is the true instinct of gentle- 
manliness. Through everything he had (as he jocosely informed 
Syra one night) endeavored to remember that be was a gentle- 
man, and in view of that remembrance he had this evening con- 
sidered it expedient to act and practically tell a lie in a lady's 
drawing-room to a lady's face, looking into her eyes with his, in- 
nocently and calmly. He knew he had done it well. He had 
even led up to the invitation to return to Goldheath before ac- 
cepting it with as much eagerness as he ever displayed in any- 
thing. Elma had expressed her complete satisfaction with the 
arraageraent, her father bad added a few hearty words of wel- 
come, and Tom had been merrily appeased. Crozier, however, 
never had the intention of returning, and now he was puzzling 
himself as to how Tom and Elma bad found this oat. Concern- 
ing the former, he did not trouble himself mnch. Tom Yalliant 
had an irresponsible way of saying, at bap-hazard, things he did 
not mean, and his friends soon learned to set small store by such 
remarks. His statements — as Elma observed — were often sketeby. 
Bat with Elma herself it was a different matter. There were 
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many reasons why the ainger did not wish her to think that he 
was desirous of avoiding a longer visit to Ooldbeatb, so many 
that he did not attempt to define them. And he Icnen^he bad 
read in her eyes as she looked back over her shoulder with one 
foot on the stairs — that she was fully aware of bis intention. 

He stood for some time before the fire, and arrived no nearer 
to a solution ; then he began to think of going to bed. It was 
strange how wakeful he now appeared to be. From the button- 
hole of his dress-coat he proceeded to nnpin a flower in the rae- 
(:hanical manner with which some men wind their watches at the 
mere mention of bed. It was a single spray of lily of the valley, 
which Elma had given him before dinner, presenting one to her 
consin at the same time. He raised it to his face and critically 
inhaled the odor. 

" Dead !" he mntt«red, and deliberately threw it into the fire, 
where it writhed and crackled ; then he turned away peaceably, 
hamming an operatic aii. 



CHAPTER Vni. 



Thb next afternoon bronght with it Holdsworth and Yarden, 
who arrived about three o'clock with their skates, having walked 
the distance. It happened that they came rather mat ii propot. 
Some snow had fallen in the night, and in view of his wife's con- 
sideration of her servants' feelings, the sqnire bad deemed it pru- 
dent to refrain from proposing that the pond be swept. Elma 
did not want to skate, because forsooth she had too fine a dress, 
and was too indolent to change it. Tom had his suspicions that 
she was aware of its becoming her exceedingly well, and therefore 
preferred to continue wearing it, and this opinion he audacionsly 

It was settled, however, that there was to be no skating, a walk 
being substituted, and a few moments later the two men arrived. 

" Ob, bang 1" said Tom, aloud, when he saw them pass the 
window. 

"Gonfonnd that fellow Holdsworth I" thonght Crozier. 
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The two Dew arrivals expressed themselves delighted at the 
notion of a walk. They were not at all tired, and would as soon 
walk as sk&te. 

On leaving the honse, Holdswortb made a gallant attempt to 
get to Elma's side, but failed. Tom Valliant was before him, 
and Orozier's quiet eyes were fixed on fais face with a significant 
persistence, which said only too plainly that if he succeeded he 
wonid not be left in undisputed possesion. The quiet gnze of 
those eyes haunted Holdaworth as he walked on by the side of 
Sqnire Yalliant. He knew that the singer bad something to say 
to him, something unpleasant and probably true; be felt that 
sooner or later in the afternoon he would get him alone, and say 
it in that gentle nndeniable way which was so bard to meet, and 
he recognized when too late that he had made a mistake in com- 
ing to Ooldheath again. 

Nevertheless, William Holdsworth laughed and chatted gayly 
with the genial old squire. He was a coan^eous fellow in his 
reckless, jaunty way, and he knew it, which made him over-confi- 
dent 

Crozier had something to say to the returned ne'er-do-weel, 
and be succeeded, in bis deliberate way, in walking with him 
alone 4! last, although it was not until they bad turned home- 
ward again. He came to the point at once. 

" Holdaworth," be aaifi, " this sort of thing won't do T' 

" What sort of thing )" 

"I should recommend yon not to come to Goldheatb qaite so 

Holdsworth's quick eyes flashed round towards his companion. 
He touched the turf lightly with his stick several times. 

"This is not the quarter-deck," he remarked, insolently. 

"No," murmured the singer, gently. He threw a significance 
into the monoByllable, which made bis companion bite bis lip in 
vexation. 

" Why should I not come to Goldheatb !" was the sullen re- 

" Because," said Crozier, " you are doing no good here." 
"What business is it of yours?" 
" None." 

Holdsworth felt that be was getting no further on. It would 
be worse than folly to lose bis temper with Crosier, who va^ 
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never mSed, and he felt tbat he vaa vei^ng on to a display of 
heat. 

"The men used to *ay,"he muttered, " that yon were a gen- 
tleman. Is it a gentlemaaly thing to bally a man when be is 
down !" 

" Loot here," said Crozier, with an uncomfortable ring of anger 
in bis voice. " Look here, Holdswortb. If yon think that I am 
going to stand by with my bands in my pockets, and watch yoa 
make love to Miss Valliant, yon are greatly mistaken," 

They walked on in silence for some distance. Holdsworth 
edged away from bis companion a yard or so as if to think in 
solitude. Then he went closer to him so that their arms touched. . 

"I have never quite understood," he said softly, "why you 
shonld have troubled with rac at all. Yoa were the only man on 
hoard who bad a good word for me, the only fellow I Lave met 
in thewhole of my useless career who held out a hand to help 
me. I suppose it's no good telling you that I did try. I tried, 
sir, to keep straight, not for my own sake, but for yonrs, to 
show you that I was not quite a blackguard. But it was useless ; 
I went wrong again. Either I'm the unluckiest chap that has 
ever lived, or I'm a blackguard. I used to think, Crozier, that I 
leag one, with no hope of ever being anything else. Then one 
day I came borne. I found it was not so hard to keep straight 
after all. The old folks were very good to me — very glad to see 
me. That was the beginning. Then I went to Goldheath one 
day and saw Elma — that was the end." 

They had come to a stile, over which Crozier vaulted, bnt his 
companion made no attempt to follow bim, and they stood lean- 
ing on the topmost bar, one on each side. 

" You never were the fellow to leave a tiling half done," plead- 
ed Holdsworth. "You have given me more chances than any 
man on earth, give me this one more. Let me try. I think she 
cares for me." 

Crozier actually smiled — the last remark was so absnrdly char- 
acteristic of the man. The singer had pulled a little branch of 
blackthorn from the hedge, and was biting it pensively. 

" You forget," be said, ironically, " that I knew you out there," 

Holdsworth looked at him. 

" You mean— that other girl," he whispered, hoarsely. 

" I mean that other girl," affirmed the unger. There was a pe- 
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cnliar embairaBsmeiit about his manneT of speaking which Holds- 
worth did not nnderstand until later. 

" She is dead," said Holdsworth, in a softer tone. 

Crozier lifted his head suddenly, as a mao lifts his head opon 
hearing a distant, nncertain sound which he cannot explain. Still 
holding the little twig of blackthorn between his short strong 
teeth, he tamed and looked into his companion's eyes. 

" That is a lie 1" he said, almost exaltingly. 

Holdsworth promptly made himself safe. 

"To the best of my knowledge she is dead." 

"She is alive," said Crozier, moving a little, and crossing his 
feet in order to lean more comfortably gainst the stile. 

"Where is she r 

"I am too kindly disposed towards her to tell you that," said 
the singer, 

" By , Crozier, you're a hard man !" exclaimed Holds- 

Before replymg the other turned and looked speculatively at 



n," he said, in a softer manner. " Perhaps I am, 
but you have done it. You have shaken my faith in human nat- 
ure more than anything or any person I have met with." 

Holdsworth turned away and looked across the level meadows 
where the snow lay white. His companion stood in a square, 
immovable way, with his shouldei's against the polished bar of 
the stile. He brushed aside his mustache with that peculiar back- 
ward movement of the fingers which was the only quick thing 
about him : coming at times in strange contrast as a suggestion 
of powers quiescent. 

" I suppose," said Holdsworth, " that it is hard for you to real- 
ize the position of a fellow who has fought gainst bad-luck from 
the very beginning. Hitherto I have had nothing to save me, 
nothing to urge me on to better things. With you it is different." 

" What have 1 1" interrupted the singer. 

" Tou J Why, you have your voice." 

" Yes," returned Crozier, slowly, without any snggestion of 
vanity, speaking as if the possession were something that he had 
found at the road-side. "Yes, that is true. I have my voice." 

" And now," continued the other, " now that I have a real 
chance, surely you will let me try and hold it" 
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" You forget the other girl !" 

" I believe slie is dead." 

" I know for a positive fact that she is slive." 

" Then," exclaimed Holdsworth, " tell me her address." 

" What good would it do her? What good woald it do yon!" 

" Well," began Holdsworth, with the hesitation of a man who 
is not telling the strict trnth, "of course I owe her Boroe reparai- 
tion. I could at least Bee that she is not BuSering from want" 

" Oh, that is all right," said Crozier, unguardedly. 

Holdsworth looked at him sharply. 

" Indeed," he said, slowly clasping his hand round his weak 
chin, half hidden by a fair beard of apparently recent growth, 
"yoQ seem to know a good deal about it" 

The singer made no reply. He moved bis legs slightly, and 
taking a case from bis pocket, selected a cigarette from it which 
he lighted, while bis companion watched every movement with a 
puzzled eipressioD. 

"How is it all right!" he continued. "Does she make her 
own living or, or — is it charity V 

Crozier shrugged his shoulders and glanced at his companion's 
face through a cloud of smoke. 

" I suppose yon would call it charity," 

" Charity," muttered the other, jealously, " whose charity V 

The singer smoked in silence, looking straight in front of him 
with contracted eyebrows. He would not answer the question, 
but Holdsworth knew now. 

" I don't understand you, Crozier," he said, unsteadily. Then 
suddenly jealousy — that strange, unhealthy jealousy which incon- 
stant men sufier on hearing or suspecting that another has taken 
up what they have loft — came into his heart. 

" Charity," he insinuated, with horrible significance — " charity 
from a young man to a devilish pretty girl. People might mis- 
construe it" 

"That is my business I"- 

Crozier moved away, and his companion vaulted over the stile 
and followed him. 

"Crozier," he hissed, "give me her address." 

" Why )" 

" Hang it, man, I love her stilU" 

Cro^r walked on rapidly. He heaved a weary sigh. 
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" You bare a large heart," he said, with biting aarcasm. 

" I thought she was dead," pleaded the other- " I did, indeed." 

" And BO turned to the living V 

" I suppose so." 

Crozier laughed unpleasantly, and made no further corament. 

" I believe," said Holdsworth, presently, " that you love Elma 
Valliant yourself." 

The singer turned and looked at him gravely. His cigarette 
was almost finished. He drew one long inhalation and threw the 
burning end into the snow, where it fizzled faintly. Then he 
emitted the smoke pensively in a thin, spiral column. 

" Yon are at perfect liberty," he said, quietly, and without any 
m^estion of embarrassment, "to believe anything you like. It 
will not affect me. For the sake of convenience we will say that 
I want Elma Valliant for myself, and consequently if I catch you 
endeavoring to take the wind out of my sails I will make thiugs 
uncommonly hot. And now let us drop the subject." 

They walked home in silence. It was not that there was only 
the choice of speaking of the past or keeping silence. They 
could have conversed pleasantly enough npon indifferent topics if 
they had so wished, or if it had been necessary owing to the pres- 
ence of others ; but both were occupied with their own thoughts, 
and they knew each other well enough to find silence devoid of 
embarrassment. 

Samuel Crozier was by no means a domineering man. He 
found nothing but displeasure and disgust in the position in 
which he was placed. Some men there are who take delight in 
the mere sense of a commanding position ; to possess power over 
their fellows, to dictate the coming and going of others, is in it- 
self a distinct satisfaction. These men were undoubtedly bullies 
at school. But the ex-sailor was not of this class, and even while 
accusing him of it, Holdsworth knew that he was no bully. Nev- 
ertheless, there was in the man the instinct of exacting obedience 
which, like the art of making music or writing books, crops up in 
unexpected quarters where it is frequently allowed to run to waste. 
Frail women often have it, while some big men cannot acquire it 
even when conscious of the falling. Perhaps this instinct had 
been fostered greatly by the fact that Crozier had, when quite a 
boy, found himself in a position of command over men old enough 
to be his father — perhaps it was merely a part of his nature. Be 
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tbat how it maj, be never doabted that Holdsworth must obey 
biiD, although their wills had clashed before, when the gold-btce 
OQ his own sleeve gave bim a practically Delimited power over the 
unruly blue-jacket, vfbich be hesitated to take advantage of. He 
had not lost sight of the fact tbat this man was under the ban of 
naval law. His term of service was not complete, and be was 
liable at any time to be arrested and punished by a lengthened 
service before the mast. This knowledge, however, Crozier never 
thought of using. He argued (wrongly perhaps) that he was no 
longer in her Majesty's service, and tbat it was not his business to 
inform on runaways. 

Holdsworth, although coldly silent, was not sullen. He was 
too light-hearted, too sanguine, and too i-eckless to indulge in a 
display of temper lasting for any space of time. His sins of the 
past troubled him very little. Of the unfortunate woman whose 
existence bad been summarily recalled to his memory that after- 
noon, he thought lightly enough. With the self-deception which 
comes so easily to men of his stamp, be ai^ed that she had bad 
herself to blame. She had drawn him on, exercised her all-power- 
ful wiles and coquetries for the benefit of such a notably unfaith- 
ful lover as a sailor. Clearly her downfall was at her own door. 
With such and similar sophistries be dismissed the subject. Some 
day he would insist on repaying Crozier the money which be had 
spent in mistaken philanthropy. In the mean time be was in love 
with Elma Valliant — sweet Elma Valliant — and she — well — she 
most assuredly cared for him. She was no longer a mere chit of 
a girl despite her youthful ways. Within that slender bodice was 
a woman's heart of which the secret was hidden with all a wom- 
an's jealous care. It was whispered in the country-side that Elma 
Valliant bad chsuged lately. She had been in a childish way a 
wicked little £irt and coquette, but now the primmest matron 
could find no fault in her conduct. Of course tbat meant tbat 
there was some one — Some one — written with a capital letter. It 
could not be Tom Valbant ; he was ber cousin, and had been 
brought up with ber as a brother since his father's early death and 
his mother's hasty second marrit^e. There were a few yoang 
men in the neighborhood, but none of them good enoogb for 
Elma, none of them to be compared with himself — William Holds- 
worth. No, no ; be was undoubtedly that Some one, and Croder 
might go to Davy Jones and take his moral lectnies with him. 
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When tliey reached home the others had been in aome time, 
and ElniB was assisting her mother to dispense tea. It was aboat 
this time that Walter Varden arrived at the humiliating conclusion 
that his personal importance was not being recognized with the 
-sense of admiration and respect which was its due. He found 
that his opinion was rarely asked, and when vouchsafed it was 
sometirara ignored. Tom Vallianl and his friend were undonbt 
ediy the honored guests. Tom's sallies were laughed at, Crozier's 
opinion was asked. Mr. Varden therefore bethought himself of 
the expedient of showing these country people that he was a man 
abont town, a regular " dog," with a wicked side to bis character. 
With this end in view he looked Mephistophelian, and asked 
Crozier in an andible aude, 

"How was the fair Syra when yon last saw her, ehf 

An onfortunate silence followed. Mrs. Yalliant pricked her 
ears, and inwardly thanked a wise Providence that the butler was 
not in the room. 

Crozier stirred his tea and looked critically at Varden from the 
top of his sleek, malformed head to his gaitered feet. Then he 
answered him with deliberation, 

" I believe she was enjoying her usual rude health." 

Then, to Elma's infinite relief, Tom Yalliant came forward with 
his ready merriment. 

" Now don't — don't .'" he eiclaimed, holding up a warning tea- 
spoon. "Please draw a veil over city vices. Syra, as it happens, 
is only a young person who attends to the inward requireraents 
of St. Antony's ; but still, let ns draw a curtain over your wild 
career. Remember, Varden, that I am young; spare this youth- 
ful cheek ; and if you— you dog — have led Sam away on the 
downward slope, do not breathe such darksome bints to me 1" 

The situation was saved. Crozier created a masterly diversion 
with B plate of bread and butter, and Varden wondered vaguely 
whether be had made a fool of himself. It was a pity, however, 
that Holdewortb happened to be present. 



DigmzecDy Google 



TBK PHAHTOH FDTCRK. 



CHAPTER IX. 

THX ACADXUT OF CHEXRirailKHa. 

Wn^ any entorpriuDg person join with heart and band and 
purse in setting np an Academy nhere the cultivation of cheer- 
fulness ■ball receive sole and special care ! It may be that those 
shadows wbicb come with years are gatberiog round ; it may be 
that the eye of the present writer is dimmed a little by much 
■tady, much sorrow, and much gaslight, but it seems to me that 
cbeerfolness is leaving ns. Are we a grave generation, or are we 
oppressed by the ^leed at wbicb we travel t An express train 
makes less noise than its slower companions. Is there mnch sorrow 
in a moltitnde of balls, routs, soirees, dinners, theatres, and tennis 
parties) Is there additional wisdom and conaeqaently additional 
grief in the view of many faces, the clatter of many tongues t It 
would seem so. A ball-room was in bygone times the scene of 
revelry and mirth ; now it ifi dimly lighted, the floor is more 
highly polished, the feet that tread it are no heavier, but they are 
more skilful, and the faces are graver. If you doubt this, go to 
a pnblio ball in London. The music is louder than the laughter, 
the feet are lighter than the hearts. Smiles there are, of coarse 
— are they not the mask of society! — but of laughter there ia 
none, except, perhaps, among the old maids and stout married 
men aronnd the walls. 

In my Academy of Cheerfulness, however, the real genuine 
article shall be cultivated. At the head of it we will place an 
elderly nnmarried lady — to be frank, an old maid — who has seen 
sorrow and waded in it since her girlhood ; whose lover was per- 
haps killed before bis mustache vas angbtbnt flafi; whose broth- 
ers are dead; who nursed her aged cross-grained mother when 
her own vitality revolted against the enervating warmth of a sick- 
room; who is called upon in times of sorrow as the sheep ie 
called by its lamb when a dog ia loose. She will not be brought 
into these pages, bnt I have her address by my side, and when 
the capital is fully subscribed I will write to her, and with pleas- 
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nre, for tberc is a vngae reflection of goodness in the very sight 
of her name. For patrons and directors we will have a middle- 
aged doctor who has stood in a hundred uck-rooms by the bed- 
side where Death was hovering, alone nnmoved amid the tear- 
ful watchers, and the brave young vicar who has knelt at the 
other side of that same bed. To these we will leave the 
choice of professors, who nmat, however, be mostly gathered 
from the ranks of the nnwed, and then we will order a brass 
door-plate. 

Had snch an institution been in existence when Tom Yalliant 
was a St Antony's man it would have found in him an apt and 
ready pnpil. Without it, however, he was studying more or less 
succeBsfiilly by himself, I say more or less, because some people 
received bis lightness of heart as a gift sent to him from whence 
all gifts are despatched, whereas a few scented as it were the art 
that made it sometimes almost artificial. Among these latter was 
his cousin Elma, and her suspicion was quite unformed and in- 
definite. But it was to her that he betrayed faimself the oftenest 
It was with her that his humors changed most frequently, and it 
was when talking to her that be sometimes avoided gravity too 
obriooBly. 

She wanted to talk to Samuel Crozler a^out this matter, and in 
walking home from chuich on Sunday evening the opportunity 
presented itself. Tom was in front with his uncle and aunt, and 
the squire's hearty apoplectic laugh came bsck to them through 
the still night air at intervals. It was probably freezing very 
bard, but as the air was quite still, the cold was not unpleasant, 
and no one evinced a desire to walk quickly. 

" I am sure Tom will send papa into a fit some day," said 
Elma, after a little panse, dnring which an extra lond langb bad 
reached their ears. 

"Yes; be is a cheerful soul," answered Crorier, gravely, for ho 
knew that her humor just then was grave. The clear bright 
moonlight resting softly on the sleeping land was enongh to 
make her a little pensive and qnict, especially after the solemn 
evening service. 

" Is he always like that!" she asked. 

He looked down at her, bis deep eyes contracted and almost 
•earching. 

" When he remembers," he answered, divining her thonghts. 



.coy Google 



eg TUK PHANTOU FDT?RE. 

She smiled a little, but did not look op, and they walked on 
without speaking for a few moments. 

" And yon," she said, in a lighter tone, " are yon like that too 
when you are alone with him !" 

"No," he answered, with a low laugh, "no; there is a lamenta- 
ble monotony about me." 

She did not smile. Her lips were slightly parted, and be saw 
the gleam of her short white teeth, bat they were not parted in 
mirtb. 

"What a strange friendship!" she marmnred.. "What a 
strange frieDdship it is ! I tbink it is rather interesting." 

He »et back his bead and looked up to the Iieaveos with the 
eye of an amateur astronomer. 

"It is convenient," he said, "and very commonplace, I can as- 
sure you," 

" Are you much together !" she asked. 

" Oh yes. We see each other every day, and usually have at 
least one meal together." 

" At Syra's !" she asked, carelessly. 

" At Myra's," he corrected. " Syra is only Myra's assistant" 

" Myra," she aaid, " is tbe motherly old lady who sees that the 
students do not get into mischief, Is she not!" 

" Yes." 

" And Syra)" she inquired, peremptorily. 

" Syra is young and charming," be answered, lightly. " All 
the students fall in love with her in turn." 

" Is she pretty and — and lady-like !" asked Elma, drawing her 
fur boa closer round ber tbroat. 

" Yes," be answered, in tbe same careless, perfunctory way. 
" Yes, she is both. She is rather interesting also." 

By that single word she managed to shelve the subject most 
completely, and a sudden silence came over them. Then he re- 
turned to the question of Tom's cheerfulness. 

"Why do you ask whether Tom is always cheerfulf he in- 
quired. 

She looked up towards bim. He was looking straight in front 
of him, and did not appear to be aware of ber scrutiny. Tbe 
moon was nearly full, and its soft light detracted a little from the 
habitnat stemneas of his expression. Tbe face she saw there 
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was merely that of a strong, thongbtfal miiD, with perhaps a 
somewhat nnnsaal curve of lip and chin, imparting a pleasant 
sense of steadfastness. . 

" It sometimes seems to me,""she smd, frankly, " that it is not 
quite natural. And yet there is surely no reason why be should 
assume it; there can be nothing on his mind — I mean, nothing 
that he wishes to hide from ns." 

He showed no surprise. In fact when be answered her his 
manner clearly betrayed that such thoughts had passed through 
his own mind also. His voice was gentler than usual, with a 
suggestion of mutual confidence in it, of which he was probably 



" It may be the effect," be said, " of having concealed the af- 
fair of that book. Concealment leaves it« mart upon men, I 
know a fellow who is now a celebrated novelist, but his own 
name la quite nuknown. When bo was young he lived a double 
life. In his family he was merely the second son — a Govern- 
ment clerk, with no great prospect of advancement Under his 
assumed name he was one of the most prominent literary men of 
the day. Of course it was a mistake, an utter mistake ; hut he 
began with the idea of suppressing his identity with the promis- 
ing writer until he was sure of his success, and then it was diffi- 
cult to tell the secret. It is all out now, for It happened years 
ago, but there is something unnatural and almost furtive about 
him still." 

" Yes," she answered, softly, " it may be that." 

She was not thinking of the novelist whose thirst for personal 
fame had never been satisfied. The argument was ingenious. It 
might apply to Tom Yalliant, but she thought that it did not, if 
indeed she was giving attention to the ai^uraent at all. Probably 
she was thinking of the arguer, a way women have. Perhaps she 
was treating the little story merely as a glimpse of this man's 
past life — this indifFerent idler who only displayed energy when 
the effort was wrung from bim — who deliberately chose to waste 
one of the greatest gifts vouchsafed to men. And she wondered 
indefinitely whether there was a motive in it all, whether there 
was some sad story hidden behind the glance of those grave eyes. 
Perhaps she pitied him a little, pitied his lonelineas — that strange 
loneliness of a man living in London chambers — and regretted 
his apparent aimlessness, I( was only by little glimpses that be 
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raiaed the curtdn over his paat existence, and Tom knew no 
more than she did. If directly questioned, the singer said that 
be had no past. He protested that his history was like the his- 
tory of a ship's bell — the record of certain voyages made, cei-tain 
climates endured, and certain dangers passed tbrongh. To the 
bell such details serred to lend a fictitious interest, but the story 
was not part of its individaality, failing to aSect its tone, neither 
increasing nor detracting from its value. 

"I wish," said Crozier, again returning to the auhject,"that 
Tom would really give up medicine decisively and take to art." 

"Do yon think," she said, indifferently, after a short pause, 
'' that he would realty make a name f ' 

" He is more likely to do so as an artist than as a doctor; but 
he does not seem inclined to set his mind steadily upon one thing. 
He used not to be like that It is a recent development in his 
character." 

"I have noticed it also," said Elma; "and yet he is not what 
might be called superficial, like that Mr. Varden." 

" No ; he is not superficial." 

" I wonder what it is," she murmured, forebodingly. 

He glanced down at her, brushed aside his mustache, thrust 
bis hands into his coat-pockets, and looked straight in front of 
him. 

" I think I know what it is." 

" Please tell me," she begged. 

" Evil influence," he answered. 

" Ah I" she exclaimed, as if she had expected it. 

Ho laughed rather awkwardly. 

"Not the influence you mean," he explained, hastily. "It is 
that of the men he associates with in town. We are apparently 
an idle lot; we get np late, and we lounge the day away, but it ' 
is not really idleness. The explanation lies in the fact that we 
are mostly night-birds — journalists, actors, singers, and writers — 
our work begins when most people begin their leisure. Tom is 
a day-worker, and it is a bad thing for him to associate with 
night- workers. Do you understand ? When wo are playing be 
should be at work, and the temptation is very strong to come and 
play with us. If he were to study art he would get into another 
set. They may be vain, affected, and shallow, but the life he will 
]ead among them is a purer, healthier, more natural life tbaa that 
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he leads with db. I am speaking phyaicallj as well as morally. 
From the latter point of view be is stroDg enongh, but !□ body 
he is a iiltle shaky, I think." 

He spoke to her as if she were not a frivolous, light-hearted 
g^rl at all, without apologizing for his gravity, without attempting 
to suppress details, or make light of serioas facts. And strange 
to say, she liked being treated thus ; she preferred his gravity to 
the wit of other roen. 

" And yon think," she said, " that it will be wise for him to 
leave St. Antony's, if it is only in order to get away from your 



He looked at her in a pnzzled way, filing to understand 
whether the pronoun was intended iu the singular or plural sense. 

" Yes," he answered, nevertheless, " I do." 

" Tou think," she continued, judicially, "that this influence is 
doing him harm )" 

" Yes," ho answered, wondering. 

"Then," she said, very gravely, "I think yon are quite wrong. 
1 think you are doing a deliberate injustice to Tom and — and to 
yourself, Mr. Crozier. Your influeoce over him can be for noth- 
ing but good, and you must be purposely blinding yourself to the 
fact if yon do not recognize it as I do." 

He drew in a deep, unsteady breath through his parted lips, 
and she beard it distinctly as they walked along the sandy road. 
Then be langhed suddenly in a deprecating, apologetic way, and 
said: 

" It is very good of you to say so, but I am afraid yon are too 
charitable. Valliant requires something very different from my 
society. He wants stimulating and encouraging — urging on in- 
stead of holding back. Some one younger and brighter, more 
iniaginative perhaps, and — and less experienced." 

"In fact," she exclaimed, with a merry iaugh, "some one who 
is not so desperately old and cynical and sceptical as Samuel Cro- 
ner. Esquire." 

" That is so," he assented, meekly. 

They were now very near to Ooldbeath Court, and the front 
door stood invitingly open, while a flood of warm light shone 
oat upon the snow-clad earth and fairy-like trees, where the white 
frost nestled and gleamed daintily. 

" Well," she swd, almost coldly, he thought, " it has been the 
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en-oneons custom of us all at Goldheath to be tliankful that Tom 
had you neat bim as a friend and adviser. Perhaps it wonid not 
be politic to dispel that illusion now^-or to attempt to dispel it." 
Tben abe passed in front of bim beneatb the broad, hospitable 
porch, and he followed silently, nith a singularly lifeless look in 
Lis close-set eyea. 



THE 8CR00L OF 

It does not seem a necessity that melancholy should follow od 
the footsteps of solitude. But the 8tat« of loneliness has attend- 
ant mental conditions nhicb might easily be mistaken for melan- 
choly, or degenerate into it. The great mental diSerence between 
men and women is merely a matter of comparative solitude. The 
most manly women are only daughters who have led compara- 
tively lonely lives, slept in a room by themselves, formed their 
characters with their own hands and without the influence of 
contemporary girls and women. The most womanly women 
(bless them I) are those who have had many brothers and sisters, 
who have known a nursery life, who have shared their sleepiug- 
room with sister or sisters, who have always had a recipient at 
hand for thoughts that come af'night when they are sleepy, and 
those that come in the moruing when they are sleepier. They 
may not be so clever, these womanly ones — so well read, so deep- 
ly learned, so weighty in conversation, but again I say, " Heaven 
bless them !" And jon, my middle-aged brother, if you have 
married one of them, look across the table to where she is at 
work, lay aside this book, take that old pipe from yoar lips, and 
mutter a word of thanks for your good-fortane. "Entre Ttous," 
it is probably more than you deserve. 

There is more solitude in the lives of most men than is gener- 
ally realized, and one of the most solitary beings on earth is the 
man who lives in chambers in London. In the very centre — at 
the hub of the wheel of life — he is alone. He goes to bed at 
night withont saying even the words "Good night," because 
there is no one to say them to. There may indeed be a sweet 
and gentle photograph on the mautle-pieoe, but it is not our bu^- 
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ness to inqnire whether he salutes that or not. In the morning 
he rises, ttnd passes from his bedroom to his eitting-rooni to start 
a new day, to take one more step upward or downward, without 
exchanging a salutation of any description, without the cheeriug 
sound of a human voice, though it be only raised to wish a per- 
functory good-morning. Now all this must assuredly leave its 
mark npon men. It fosters habitudes of silence and reserve ; in 
some cases it leads to brooding and discontent. 

Most men pass some portion of their lives alone thns, and 
carry the effect of it on with them. Many a Gne sense of hnmor 
has thus died an unnatural death. We boast; my brethren, that 
the sense of humor is ours alone, that our sisters have It not, and 
yet in onr intercourse with them are we the amnsers or the 
amused ? 

On the Monday following the events just chronicled, Samuel 
Crozier returned to London and recommenced bis solitary life. 
The clean pavement of Lime Court knew sgaia bis firm tread. 
The man who dwelt above him heard once more that low, mur- 
rauroQs voice in the moroing when he was dressing. The piano 
was opened again ; and again Mrs. Sanders bad to pat up with 
gentle irony. The good lady had been suffering from " indigest- 
ion crool," which Crozier attributed to the fact that his whiskey- 
decanter had been locked away for three days. 

Tranquilly he returned to his old unsatisfactory ways. There 
were many letters awaiting his attention, aud these he answered 
in a business-like manner, shortly and tersely, before dressing to 
dine at his club, and go on to the concert-room where he was to 
sing afterwards. 

He was in good voice that night, and as nsnal scored a decided 
success. His reception was such as would have turned the head 
of a less self-contained man. He, however, merely bowed his 
thanks, and looked with a quiet, emotionless smile upon the sea 
of upturned faces, before turning to give hia accompanist the 
signal to begin. Then he stood in his square, sailor-like way, and 
sang his song without affectation, without emotion; and, as he 
called a hansom afterwards, and drove off to a club with a brother- 
musician, he was supremely unconsoious that the full, soft notes 
of his splendid voice bad fonnd something to say to more than 
one heart that night. 

On his lat« breakfa8^table the nent morning there were sev- 
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eral letters, and as he took the top one np and threw it aside he 
snddeniy stopped bamming a popular tune — stopped abruptly in 
the middle of a bar. The snperscription on the envelope was 
in a somewhat large band, but firm and clear, nhilo the words 
showed DO tendency to run downhill at the end. 

" From Elma I" he muttered, with unconscious familiarity. 
And then he walked to the window with the letter in bis band, 
while Mrs. Sanders's culinary productions grew cold and tough. 

Before be opened the envelope he was bumming again — a 
liymn this time. Although the letter occupied three sides of a 
sheet of paper, the perusal of it was a matter of a few seconds 
only. Then be refolded it, and placing it in the envelope, stood 
at the window, looking absently down into JAme Court, where a 
milkman was exchanging amorous chaff with a bouae-kecper's 
daughter. Then he unfolded the letter and read it a second time. 

"Dkar S&m, — Though a fairer hand than mine guides this . 
haltjng pen, its effusions emanate from my brain alone. Put on 
your hat, and go round to St. Antony's, then hurry on to Myra's 
with the dread tidings that Thomas Valliantis laid low. Breathe 
into the ear of the concerned that he has broken the small bone 
of his leg (which is strictly true), ask them to shed a tear, and to 
keep their peckers up, as the poet hath it. The spirit of emula- 
tion was aroused in this breast yesterday by the superior skating 
of Mr. Holdswortb, and these legs getting mixed up, there was a 
crash and a small crack. The crash was my head which held, 
the crack was the small bone as aforesaid which went. It is a 
neat enough break, and has just been nicely fixed up by a local 
practitioner, who actually knows more about it than the patient. 
Ah, my boy, who wouldn't have a broken leg! A comfortable 
sofa, a roaring fire, an untidy library, and the sweetest little — " 

Here the letter broke off suddenly, and below was written in 
another handwriting, 

"Secretary struck work. 

" Yours, 

"Tom Valliant." 

Elma, however, had managed to scribble a postscript on her 
own account. 
" He bas been, and is still, in horrible pain, bat keeps up bis 
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Epinta — a little too high, perhaps, to be quite natural. Yoa know 
how plucky he is. — E. V." ■ 

"Yes," said Crozier, aloud, "I know how plucky he is. It is 
not 80 very difBcatt to be plucky, however, when one is winning 
the day." 

He folded the letter, and tamed to his lonely breakfast-table. 

Then he raised the cover of a dish critically, and sniffed the 
subtle odor of grilled kidney. 

" I know," he added, meditatively, being in after-thought, " how 
lucky he is also." 

Then he sat down and drew the morning paper towards him, 
hamming an operatic air as he poured out the cofloe. Towards 
the end of a remarkably good meal he suddenly pushed his cup 
away and leaned back in his deep chair. It was a favorite atti- 
tude of his, this, combining comfort nnd the suggestion of an- 
other drop of coffee with his cigarette ; and he usually hrnshed 
aside his mustache with a hasty movement before stretching out- 
his leg for greater facility io finding his match-boz. He turned 
bis head sidewise and gazed peacefully out of the dirty window 
at the chimney-pots of Number 5a, Lime Court, opposite. The 
result of his meditations was of a damnatory nature. 

"Hang Holdsworth !" he said, gently. Then he iigbted his 
cigarette and threw the extinguished match over his shoulder on 
the off chance of its falling into the fireplace behind him. As a 
matter of fact, it found a resting-place in one of his boots ^ring 
on the hearth-rug ; but the ways of bachelors are proverbially rep- 
rehensible, and he did not care. 

Before he had condescended to explain his reasons for con- 
demning Holdsworth to an ignominious death, there was a knock 
at the door, and a fair grave young man entered the room. 

"Ah, Leonard!" said Crozier, rising; "glad to see you." 

Dr. Leonard, honse-surgeon at St. Antony's Hospital, came for- 
ward with his small white hand extended. 

"How are you, Crozier!" be inquired. As he spoke he gazed 
into the stalwart singer's face with rather mournful eyes, full of 
anxioDs question. There was clearly nothing the matter with Cro- 
zier; he was as strong and robust and healthy as men are created 
in these days, but Wilson Leonard was a young doctor and a con- 
scientious man. He was overwhelmed just then by the gravity 
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of bis professioD. For bim ever; man and nonian was a possible 
patient. There were unsaspected diseaaea lurking in every limb, 
unthoaght-of germs in every breath. Tlie whole world was tor 
him a hot-bed of sickness, of bodily woe. His somewhat sensi- 
tive organization had been seriously affected by the long and 
painful trainiDg through which he had passed. He had never 
grown callous. Like many of lis, be took haman woes and hu- 
man weaknesses too seriously. At the hospital he was considered 
an alarmist and over-aDsious. Not, be it understood, on his own 
account, for be never knew the fear of infection, which, like other 
cowardices, is nnaccountable and in the blood, I have known a 
brave soldier turn pale at the thought of sea-sickness. I have 
seen a blockade-runner run away from a wasp. He had yet to 
learn that men fight for life as they never fought for anything 
else. He had yet to shake off a certain suspicion anent the 
power of Lis own knowledge, the weight of his own endeavors, 
and the infallibility of his tactics against the hosts of sickness. 
' This was not a personal doubt, but a professional realization. 
Among other things, he had learned how very little doctors know ; 
how very much they have to gaess, and what a great lot they 
leave to nature. Doubtless be has gained a greater confidence by 
this time, or has acquired the noble art of looking wise when* 
sorely puzzled, which serves just as well with us others. At all 
events, he ia high up in the professional tree now, and his com- 
ing into the house is as that of a good angel or a demi-god, so 
comforting, so hopeful, so full' of relief is the sound of his foot- 
steps on the stairs. 

"Sit down," said Crozier, "and have a cup of coffee. It is 
tepid stilt," 

"Thanks," replied the doctor, absently looking at his watch. 

The singer noticed the action, and smiled in a barefaced and 
shameless manner. It was past ten o'clock. 

"Here," be said, "take a cigarette, and never mind the time. 
1 suppose you have been up hours, curing the diseased, healing the 
wounded, comforting the sick. Thank God I am not a doctor." 

Wilson Leonard rarely smiled, but be looked at the singer with 
a soft expression about the eyes which meant the same thing. 
Then be passed bis bloodless hand up over his high, broad fore- 
head, >here the hiur was already very thin. 

" I have b«en at it all night," he said, simply, " more or less," 
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Crozier pushed the cigarette-case towards his visitor, and looked 
sympathetic. 

"I came," continned the yoang doctor, "to ask jou where 
Tom Valliant is." 

" He's in very comfortable quarters," answered Crozier, looking 
into his empty cap as if he expected to find some interesting fish 
swimming there. 

" Is he ill !" asked Leonard, with s pecnliar shortness of enun- 
ciation. His lips were slightly apart, and the smoke ho?ered 
about his face. Again he looked too aniious, too much as if it 
were his duty to sympathize with all the sorrow on earth. 

Crozier glanced involuntarily towards the envelope which lay 
on the table near his hand. The address was obviously written 
in a girlish hand, quite unlike Tom's careless style. 

" I had a letter from him this morning," the singer said. " He 
has broken the small boue in his leg — nothing mnch, he says; 
bat it will keep him on his back for a few days, I suppose !" 

The doctor detected the interrogation. 

" That is nothing very seriona," he answered. " He will have 
tp be careful for a short time, that is all." 

In matters of surgery Dr. Wilson Leonard was confident enongb, 
and a daring operator, 

"He writes," continued Crozier, "that it has been seen to and 
that he is very comfortable." 

The doctor rose and drank oS his co£Eee. 

" I am glad it is only a small break," he said. " I was afrud 
when he did not turn up this morning that there was something 
wrong." 

The singer looked np into the young fellow's grave face. His 
deep-set, earnest eyes were overshadowed. 

"Something wrong!" he repeated, interrogatively. "I don't 
think that Tom will go to the dogs. He la a trifle wild — but — 
I snppose we have ail been a little that way in onr time. Oh no ! 
There is nothing wrong, Leonard 1" 

The doctor had placed his hat upon his head — rather forward 
over the eyea, which suited his grave and refined style — but in- 
stead of leaving the room ho went slowly to the fireplace, and 
Btood there with one foot on the fender, gazing into the fire. 

"I dare say," he acquiesced, "that he is right enough. He 
goes too much to Myra's," he added, after a momentary panee. 
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" Livea too restless a life. It is all very well for fellows like yon, 
Oozier ; thiok-limbed fellowa with a constitution like ao ostrich, 
bat it is a bad style of ezisteace for men who are at all shaky. 
Besides, it's a stupid, aimless waste of time. Of course they are 
clever fellows witl) whom he associates, but I do not see that any 
of them profit much by each other's society, however pleasant it 
may be. I don't want you to think that I am meddling, Sam. 
I suppose it ia none of my business, beyond the fact that I am a 
St. Antony's man. But I don't want Tom to go wrong. None 
of us would like that. He is the best man we have had there in 
my time, and the nicest. Everybody is fond of Tom Valliant." 

Croaier had turned his chair round. He was sitting forward, 
with his hands clasped round one knee. His features were slight- 
ly screwed up as he looked towards his oompauion, donbtless by 
reason of the smoke which curied np from his cigarette into bis 
eyes. 'He ignored the personal hits contained in the doctor's re- 
marks in a quiet, indolent way. Indeed, he seemed to have been 
listening carelessly, for he remembered only one little phrase. 

" Is Tom shaky !" he asked, without lowering his eyes. 

Wilson Leonard nodded his head gravely. Then he raised his 
right hand and touched the left side of his waistcoat significantly. 

" Heart — I believe," he said in a whisper. 

There was silence in the room for some time. The sparrows 
twittered and chattered in the lime-tree outside, and over the roofs 
came the deep tones of Westminster clock striking eleven. The 
doctor moved a little and held out his hand. 

" I must go," be said. 

"Tell me," said Crozier, as be rose and opened the door for bis 
friend to pass out — " tell me, do you think he suspects C 

" I do not know at all. One of the young uns told me. He 
found it out when they were examining each other one day in fnn." 

Crozier usually practised after breakfast when he bad smoked 
one cigarette, but he now lighted another soon after Dr. Leonard 
had left the room. He stood npon the hearth-rug facing the fire 
and smoked it right throogh. Even after he bad thrown the end 
away, be stood there with his legs set slightly apart and his hands 
clasped behind bis back, gazing into the fire with a peculiar, cod- 
centrated expression upon his dogged face. 

" Poor little woman 1" he murmured. " Poor little woman l" 

Then be went to the piano. 
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QUICKSAND. 

In the mean time life at Goldheath was very pleasant. The 
frost Taoisbed, and for a week it appeared as if March were to 
be missed oat of Nature's calendar that year. On the moors the 
yellow furze came peeping out among the brown heather and stiff 
pine-trees. In the hedge-rows green things began to push their 
way through the moist soil, and there was on all the earth a subtle 
odor of new verdnre. 

After a short and sharp winter, spring was at hand. Spritig 1 
Shall I describe it! No. The great transformation scene at 
Goldheath was very much upon the same lines as in other places. 
It is just possible that you have lived through more of them than 
I. If you have watched the process with loving eyes, if you have 
inhaled those wonderful scents of growing things and btidding flow- 
ers, if you have stood still for even an honr and tried to ennmer- 
ate the thousand petty details, the million wheels within wheels 
running smoothly, yon know as mach about it as I do. For yon 
a few printed lines could contain nothing new. If, on the other 
hand, yon have learned from the calendar that spring has come 
or will come next week, and have hailed its advent as a mere 
period connected with a thinner overcoat or a new bonnet — if 
spring tells you nothing more, I am dumb. Probably yon have 
skipped two or three pa^es, and are a long way ahead of me 
among the open paragraphs and conversation farther on. 

Tom Valliant's broken bone progressed famously. Perhaps 
spring bad something to say to it — something that knit it quickly 
and drew in the strained sinews again. After a week he limped 
about merrily enoagh. The doctor's high dog-cart drew up no 
more before the broad door, and there was consequently a per- 
ceptible diminution in the daily consumption of sherry, as noted 
by Tomkina the butler. 

And while Tom limped about by Elma'a side at Goldheath, his 
good name strode abroad in all England and across the seas. Not 
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with halting gtut, bat strongly and spe«di]y. In a week the sale 
of the new edition of the AtnericaD singer's songa gained a firm 
hold upon the public. Daily the ei-medical student received en- 
velopes addressed in Crozier's smooth -running handwriting, of 
which the forra and style never altered perceptibly from day to 
day. The man was steadfast even to his penmanship. These 
envelopes contained no letter, but printed matter only — cnttjngs 
from newspapers and periodicals. Praise, and only praise, tem- 
pered, of course, here and there by kindly advice. The work 
was good, and like all good work, it was recognized by its critics. 
For good work roust come to the top, and critics are just, let 
cynics say what they like. The pnblic has been invited ere now 
to inspect a collection of pictures rejected by a committee of 
painters and critics, and the result has invariably been a confirma- 
tion of the opinion given by experts. The public has rejected 
the pictures as well. A publisher's ledger will be foand to con- 
firm in a remarkable degree the literary critic's review. 

Not only did Torn Valliant'a venture contain in itself the ele- 
ments of success, but its publisher knew that he had done a good 
stroke of business. Moreover (with all dae respect to the pro- _ 
fession), he was watched and urged to further endeavors by a cer- 
tain singer who had much spare time upon his hands and on es- 
ceptionally shrewd head upon his shoulders. 

So the sale went on apace, and the critics talked while the ob- 
ject of their surmises and praise grew graver day by day at Gold- 
heath. It was rather a remarkable incident, this gravity that 
came to Tom Valliant daring his convalescence, for convalescence 
is in itself a happy time. Spring is also a happy time, for it ia 
mostly anticipation, of which all human joy coosisteth chiefly. 
Yonth agmn is assuredly all brightness. Holding within his arms 
convalescence, spring-time, and youth, Tom's face and manner ac- 
quired fresh gravity day by day. There was no sombreness In 
his demeanor, no pensiveness nor outward signs of mental woe; 
bnt the power of turning everything to laughter seemed to be no 
longer at command. With Mrs. Valliant be was little changed. 
The audacity which was really full of tact and never impertinent 
was daringly displayed as of yore. The careless little attentions 
and signs of thoughtfulness never failed to please her cold, nnen- 
thusiastic heart. Perhaps, indeed, she saw no difierence in this 
merry nephew, who had forced his way into her heart by the 
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ebeer contradiction of hia waya and fearlessness of his demeanor 
in respect to herself. With the old squire Tom waa hearty, and 
Kady enongh with the quick repartee which never failed to make 
him chuckle and gurgle, while he held his back with both hands 
juat where the lumbago struck him when he remembered It. But 
with Elma hia manner was different. He chaSed her still with a 
certain gleam of enioyment in his dancing eyes; but on several 
occasions he allowed himself to be drawn into long and aerlous 
discussions npon abstract topics, such as tfaoaghtful little maidens 
lova Life, treated speculatively, as we can afford to treat it from 
the threshold ; the past mentioned with laughter, awakening rec- 
ollections ; but the future was never discaaaed in this grave spirit. 
Elma was ready enough, but Tom became cynical and flippant at 
the mention of anything beyond the present. 

One day they talked of Samuel Crosier. Tom started the sub- 
ject 

" I know," he said, " what Sam is doing. He is worrying that 
nnfortuuate publisher into an untimely grave, in a gently persist- 
ent way, with a sweet smile. He is hammering away at all the 
critics and artjonrnalists — in fact, he ia running the whole con- 

Elma looked up at her cousin over a plate which was fixed upon 
her easel. She sud nothing just then, but dropped her two hands 
upon her paint-stained apron, and looked out into the Walled 
Garden. 

" I wondei why he does it !" she said, practically, after a pause ; 
and without waiting for enlightenment she raised her palette, and 
b^an dabbing daintily thereon with a brush which showed signs 
of having been imperfectly washed upon several occasions. The 
p«nts used by Elma were of a peculiar nature. They somewhat 
resembled honey, insomuch as they were frequently to be found 
in small quantities in most impossible and unexpected quarters. 

" I don't exactly know," answered Tom, reflectively. He was 
seated on a low chair, with his leg upon the end of the sofa, and 
in such a position that he could watch his cousin creating most 
delicate flowers with the dirty brush. " I don't exactly know ; I 
suppose he likes it" 

" That must be a comforting reflection," said she, with a short 
langh. 

" It is, miss, a most comforting reflection. Because I know 



.coy Google 



82 THE PHANTOM FDTORE. 

perfectly irell tliBt if I wanted to atop bim I could not. It seems 
to be Sam's mission in life to keep other folks straight, and nrge 
them on to better things while he meditates peacefully in the 
backgronnd." 

She laughed and coutioned painting, but there was little mirth 
in the sound of her langhter. It had the effect of making him 
oontinae. 

" Sam," he said, " ia the most anselfish man I have ever met 
When I was at work on ' Miles Standiah ' he cropped up on every 
page as the living iliuatration of John Alden ; but I didn't pnt 
him in. His style and his manner convey nothing. You cannot 
tell from his appearance what sort of man he is." 

" I don't know," s^d the girl, slowly ; " I think you can — a 
little." 

" Ah, but you know him," 

She was biisy with a very delicate piece of work, and before 
replying ^e touched the plate lightly once or twice with the end 
of her brash, and sat back a little to contemplate the result. 

"Not so well as you do," she marmnred, absently, and yet en- 
couragiogly, as if Uie topic interested ber almost as much as her 
painting. 

" No, of course not," was the reply, given wltb a certain pride 
of possession. " I suppose no one knows him so well as I do. 
If ever I were tempted to write a book (which the heavens for- 
bid ; because I cannot compete against the lady novelist of the 
day 1) I should follow him about with a note-book and a pencil to 
take down everything he said and did. Then I ^ould work that 
into shape." 

" With the view of making him the hero ?" asked Etma, indif- 
ferently. 

" Well — I don't exactly know. He is hardly the style of hero 
admired by the reading pnblic of the day. No ; he would be 
in the book somewhere. He wonld represent a character which 
the lady novelist has wiped oat: the character of a man — a man 
who is neither a fop nor a barber's block, a humbng, a black- 
guard, a fool, or a woman dressed up in coat and unmentionables." 

Etma laughed, because Tom had a terse, cheerful way of say- 
ing things which demanded laughter. 

"Poor Mr. Crozier," she sud; "he wonld sot recognize him- 
self, I am sure." 
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"Then otlier people roighL Of course he would not, though. 
I do not suppose any of us would, I fintilj believe that Sam 
looks upon himself as u. lazj, selfish, good-for-oothiug louuger." 

"He has a certain indolent way of moiing and speaking," said 
Elma, critically, " bnt that is only habit. His mind is not indo- 
lent. It is a liabit which many people have. Lily Gibb has it 
a little, and in reality she gets through as much work in a day as 
I do in a week. I think all sailors get it." 

" Save me," ejaculated Tom, fetvently, " from a girl who gets 
thrODgh as much work in a day as another does in a week ! It is 
not the mission of girls to get through work." 

"I wish," sighed Elma, putting back her hair, which was curl- 
ing forward very prettily over her ears, " that I could look at it 
conscientiously in that light" 

" It is the miasion of girls," said Tom, solemnly, " to paint 
flowers and gather them ; to make their little fingers in a mess 
over both occupations, and to fill np their spare time by flirting 
with their cousins." 

Elma laughed and blnsbed rosily. Ah, that habit of blnshing 
prettily and easily at the wrong time! When I write of it I 
mast perforce lay down my pen and look out of the window up- 
ward towards the elands. I oace knew a person who blushed 
tike that 

Keeping her face averted, she rose suddenly and threw her 
brashes down pell-mell. 

"I was thinking," she said, gravely, "of going for a long, 
quick walk." 
. He leaned forward and took hold of the extreme corner of bet 

" No, don't," he pleaded. " I apolt^ize. Hear mo swear — " 

"Thanks. I would rather sot hear you swear. If yoa feel it 
coming on you must go into another room," 

" Sit down, Elma, and go on painting," said Tom, gravely. " It 
was a libel — a base libel. Of course we ail know — " 

"Now," she said, holding up a warning paint-brash, "you are 
going to make matters worse." 

" I doubt," he said, with a short langh, " whether they could 
be worse. What were we talking about) Sam. Tea. I am 
going to talk about Sam, He is quite safe as a topic, and a 
friend in all weathers, at all times, and in every ^tnatioD." 
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CHAPTER XH. 



It is a pity that theatrical managers are endowed with a very 
small power of recognizing that which is for their own benefit. 
This well-knonn blindness alone withholds my dramatic pen. A 
cotnmcTcial spirit within this ardent soul points out the undenia- 
ble fact that it would be a waste of paper and ink, likewise of 
valuable moments, to write a really excellent play in face of a 
probability that the public would never enjoy it, or (saya the 
Commercial Spirit) have the opportunity of paying to sit in a 
stall and yawn. 

Of course there are other dramatic pens, excellent quills, do 
doubt, with keen points chiselled by the stage carpenter and pol- 
ished by the property manager, but they fail in the depiction of 
a villain. Now, the villain of the play is an important person, . 
almost as important, perhaps, aa the violinist, who soothes our 
troubled breaste — pianissimo — when the hero talks to the moon 
at the open window, or the heroine bends over her dying father, 
and says nice things about her iate maternal relative. The vil' 
tain is the spice, the salt and flavoring of stage existence, but he 
is lamentably nnnatnral. The heroine is all right ; she is sweet 
and womanly and tender. The hero is more or less real, although 
he is perhaps more eloquent and flowery in his love-scenes than 
we others acting on the broader stage. But this is perforce a 
matter in which men can judge from a purely personal point of 
view only, and I am not an eloquent man myself. The heavy 
father with a crime upon his conscience, or otherwise, is pass- 
able ; but the stage villain is no more like the villains of real life 
than the pantomime policeman is like the honest constable walk- 
ing np and down the pHvement below the window with load- 
voiced boots at this moment. 

There are not many people around ns who have seen the vil- 
lain rush away from their existence at the correct moment, with 
all his crimes exposed to public gaze, his love hnrled into the 
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dust, his wretched mask wrenched aside. No ! In real life ho 
hrazens it out ; and some there are who pity him, while others 
secretly admire. His constitution ia rohust ; there is no reason 
to suppose that he will die young ; there is not even the usual 
escaped criminal to rush on and say, "At last ! at last!" previons 
to despatching him on the drawing-room carpet. On the con- 
trary, he will probably hve long and borrow money. 

Again, it often happens that the heroine prefers the villain to 
the good young man, who talks to the moon while the fiddler 
fiddles. Here is a case in point. It is true, and so to those con- 
cerned an apology is heieby offered, The phiy is not over yet, 
and the Issue is still uncertain, but I have a sort of lurking sus- 
picion that her heart is just a little inclined towards him. The 
worst of it is that he is a very nice fellow. I like him. But I 
am convinced that his part ix that of the villain. He gained her 
affections years ago, when she was a mere child, and it seems that 
he has them still. He bullies ber, neglects her, and is rnde at all 
times. He mnst be the villain,' but the fact is not recognized by 
the general public and the audience, as it should be. 

Moat assuredly there is something wrong about the st^e vil- 
lain, hut as this is not a play, and is not even written with the 
view of some one else dramatizing it without leave and making a 
lot of money, there is perhaps no ueed to lead up any farther to 
the statement that William Holdsworth was not a thorough-paced 
villaiQ. He did not possess the requisite backbone, and be was 
too susceptible, too soft-hearted, and too easily led. 

The advent of his whilom officer at Goldheath was annoying, 
to say the least of it, but as he was just then under the spell of 
Elma's beanty and sweet girlish fascination, he was in a jealons 
frame of mind. Things had hitherto gone very well. He saw 
BIma frequently, she was always gracious and kind to him ; and, 
as is the way with young men, he was fully convinced that abe 
loved him. He was determined to win her for his wife, and as 
he know that sooner or later Saranel Grozier would (to nse his 
own eKpression) run foul of him, he audaciously sought the dan- 
ger. As previously observed, he was courageous enougb; but 
although brave, the move was unwise. He sbould first have dis- 
covered the degree of intimacy existing between Crozier and the 
Valliants. He should have gained from Blma a further insight into 
the character of the man whom he had only known as a kind 
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officer and patient benefactor. All theee and similar precantions 

he neglected ; and moreover, be cDuated too mucli apoa the pos- 
sibility of not being recognized. The result was a failure, and 
Holdsnorth fonnd himself nnder the influence of a mind stronger 
than his own, a will superior to his. Impertinence quailed before 
cool justice. Audacity fell back in face of courage. 

There was nothing for it but the consumption of bumble pie. 
It was not his fault that he met Croeier again on the following 
day. His guest, Walter Varden, armed with a genial invitation 
from the squire, expressed a desire to skate on the Old Canal, and 
so they walked over to Goldheath. The unwelcome news that a 
girl who certainly did owe her rnin to him, although be had al- 
most forgotten the matter, was under Crozi«r'B protection and 
existing upon his charity, came at first as a severe blow ; but 
Holdsworth was hardly a scrupulous man, and not over-nice in 
his susceptibilities. It was, he argued, a mere piece of Quixotism 
on the part of the ex-naval oflScer, and if the girl had been left 
alone she would have found her own level. It waa therefore mere- 
ly a matter of levels, upon which, however, folks are prone to dis- 
i^ee. 

There were, he reflected, exteDuating circumstances. The girl, 
whose parents kept a small tobacconist's shop in OibralW, bad 
come more than half-way to meet his advances. She had led him 
on, and the conseqnences were at her own door. These ungal- 
lant reflections were, unfortunately, more or less true. There was 
that modicum of veracity in them which can so easily be enlarged 
at will. But be did not care to think very much over this ques- 
tion. It was an incident in his life which jarred inharmonioQsly 
with this new love unwittingly inspired by Elma Vslliant, and it 
suggested an uncomfortable question as to whether a man can 
love two women at the same time. This phenomenou occurs at 
times, and in the majority of cases it is the old love that wins, 
nnless circumstances favor, to an exceptional degree, the new. It 
may be that conscience has some influence in this matter, hot in 
William Holdswortb's case this factor was wanting. His con- 
science was dead. He preferred not to inquire too deeply into 
the question, and in the mean time he waited patiently until Tom 
Valliant should leave Goldheath. After the accident he kept 
away from the bouse, contenting himself with sending a groom 
to inquire after the broken bone every day. 
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One afternoon, however, he met Elma at the boase of a mutual 
friend. He had gone on pnrpose to meet her, und yet there was 
no fixed plan of condact in his ttiind. He was vaguely aware of 
his own racillatioD, and rarely made plans. 

"Mr. Vardeu," said Elma, when she had shaken bands, "has 
gone, I suppose t" 

In his quick, reckless way, Holdsworth saw an opportunity. 

" Yes," he answered, " he has gone back to 8t. Antony's. They 
are a strange lot, these medical students ; happy-go-lucky fellows, 
who appear to spend all their time in journalistic haunts and 
among theatrical people. Varden gave me some very fanny de- 
tails of their life. My faith in the medical profession has conse- 
quently become rather shaken. I dare say, however, that it is not 
the same in all hospitals." 

Klma was listening in a perfunctory way. She nodded and 
smiled to a girl friend at the other end of tbe room before taking 
any notice of Holdsworth's observations. 

"I am afraid," she said, at length, in a tone of marked iudiffer- 
ence, " that St. Antony's is a trifle fast in its style." 

Holdsworth stroked his beard shiftily. Then he changed hU 
ground, 

'-' Not all of them," he eaid, reassuringly. " Your cousin, for 
instance, seems to be quite untainted. He is a thorough gentle- 
man — " 

" Thauk you, Willy," she interposed, with a light laugh. 

The irony slid off his back unheeded. 

"I really mean it," he said. "From what Varden told me, I 
somehow conceived the idea that the stadenta associate witb a set 
of men who do them no good." 

He stirred his tea meditatively, and smiled in sympathy with a 
■ general laugh that came from tbe main group of visitors around 
the tea-table. Then he suddenly turned grave again and con- 
tinued : 

" Actors," he murmured, suggestively, " and tbeatrici^ entice, 
jonmalists, and second-rate musicians." 

Elma sipped her tea. There was very little in her cup, but sbe 
eked it out so as to make it last the longer. She look^ straight 
in front of her, but in her round innocent eyes there was a un- 
gular expression which was almost that of expectancy. He 
glanced towards her and saw it not, for his eyes were blind with 
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admiration, and his spirit was puffed ap at the realizatioii of hia 
own nstiiteDC&a. In sublime ignorance be blandered od. 

" Of conrse," he said, didactically, "ench associations cannot be 
good for youDg fellows." 

" For Mr. Yarden f she asked, innocently. 

"No — o,no; I think Varden is all right, although none of them 
can profit by the society of such men as — as I mentioned." 

He glanced at her again. The tone in which she had spoken 
puzzled him. But her sweet face was sympathetically grave, as 
if thinkiog of a possible danger being ran by her cousin, while 
her child-like eyes were a triumph of inscrutability. Holdaworth'a 
eyes travelled over her person, even down to her dainty feet, with 
an evil linger of admiration. Had he noticed her round white 
throat he would have seen that the muscles were moving slowly 
and restlessly beneath the milty skin, as if her teeth were clinched. 

"Still, I snppose these men are clever," she suggested. 

" In their' way," he allowed, graciously ; " but they are a terri- 
bly idle set. It is a matter of genius, yon anderstand — genius 
without application. And unless a genius is of the first water 
he is usually the reverse of an ornament to society. These men 
are the scam of the intellectual world." 

She laughed and set aside her cap. Still she showed to him 
that he might continue. 

" I am afraid," she said, " that yonr description interests me in 
them. Do you speak from personal acquaintance f 

" Oh no !" he said, cleverly avoiding a tone of self-satisfaction ; 
" except indeed that — Mr. Crozier ; but Walter Varden told me a 
great deal about them and their habits of life." 

" Yes," she murmured, slowly drawing on her gloves. There 
was a stir of depscture in the room. In her eyes there was a 
faint gleam which almost amounted to triumph. 

" Have you noticed," whispered Mrs. Gibb to the hostess at the 
other side of the room, " how Elma Valliant has lost her girlish- 
ness lately ? Look at her now ; she is a woman at this moment." 

" And a very sweet womao," answered the kindly old aristocrat. 
"A very sweet and charming woman, Mrs. Gibb. I wish I had a 
son young enough, and good enough, to try to win her." 

"There seems to be some one else," whispered Mrs. Gibb, 
glancing at Holdswortb. 

"Ah I" replied the old lady, following her companion's glance. 
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"Who is that eittiDg beatde her? Mr. Holdsworth, is it not! 
Yes, Mre. Gibb, there may be some one ehe, but it is not William 
Holdsworth." 

In the mean time Elms had bnttoned her glovea, 

" It is a pity," Holdeworth was saying to her, " that men like 
your cousin and Varden, who have been well educated, and ate 
essentially gentlemen, should be forced by circumstances to choose 
their friends among a class so distinctly beneath tbem in the 
social scale." 

" I have never heard," said Elma, l^htly, as she rose, " of any 
one being forced to choose a friend. Snrely there can be no 
choice where force is brought to bear." 

" Well, perhaps force is hardly the word. They are led to do 
so. Of course people say that it is bobemianiam, and nothing 
worse. But men should not forget that their fathers were gen- 
tlemen, even if they should happen to possess a knack of writing, 
a trick of acting, or the gift of a voice." 

He had risen, and was standing before her with a pleasant 
smile upon his brown faca His hands were hanging half 
clinched at his side, and he moved on his feet restlessly. She 
looked straight into his eyes with an innocent expression of at- 
tention to his words, and an ntter disregard for the significance 
of his admiring gaze. 

" But," she said, " I think there are no circumstances whatever 
to justify a man in forgetting that" 

Then they crossed the room together, and Elma offered to 
drive Mrs. Gibb home to Goldheath, which offer was accepted. 

Tom was at the door to meet her when she reached home. 
His limp was scarcely perceptible now. On the following day he 
purposed returning to town in order to see bis publisher, and 
come to some definite decision aboat the future. 

"Well," he said, "bow has the mnffin-worry gone off!" 

" Oh, very well, thanks," replied Elma, who was a little thoiight- 
fnl. "All the neighborhood was there." 

Tom glanced at her sharply as she passed into the hall before 
him. It was a chilly evening, and she went straight to the fire, 
wfaich burned merrily, and threw rnddy gleams upon the black 
rafters and panelling of the old room. 

" Holdsworth !" suggested Tom, interrogatively. He followed 
her, and stood before the fire. 
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" Yes. He was tbere." 

Sbe leaned forward and held her gloved hands nearer to the 
flame. 

" My fingers are umply frozen," sbe eaid. " Rocket pnlled most 
viciously alt the way home, and I coold not let him go because 
of Mrs. Gibb's nerves." 

" Ah I" exclaimed Tom, with an intonation which might have 
indicated relief, "Sbe drove home with jou!" 

" Yea. I dropped her at tlie Vicarage," 

He knelt down on the black fur mat at her side, and took one 
of her hands, 

"Poor little hands," be said, with burlesque sympathy. Then 
he drew ofE her gloves for her, slowly aud liugeringly. 



CHAPTER XIIL 

THE doctor's mala 



The next evening was one of some importance in the mnncal 
world, and Siiniuel Crozier was heavily engaged. He dined alone 
.at the Savage Club, and afterwards walked across to Myra's in 
order to learn whether Tom Valliant had returned to town. 

He passed through the onter room, whore Myrs herself was at- 
tending to the wants of a few diners, whose t*stes or purses did 
not reach beyond the succulent products of the grill. Syra was 
never'very busy between the hours of six and eight, and Crozier 
was not surprised, on drawing back the beavy curtain of the in< 
ner bar, to find bnt one toper there. This faithful admirer was 
not Tom Valliant, It was Wilson Leonard, the yonng house- 
surgeon. 

Crozier had heard stories connecting the oarae of the grave 
young doctor with the presiding goddess of the inner bar, but he 
possessed a strange facnlty of stowing such tales neatly away in 
some inner pigeon-hole, where they were forever hidden from the 
eye of the curious. It was long before, when Wilson Leonard 
was a grave yonng student. 

He entered the small apartment witb a smile, and a hand raised 
to his hat There was no sign of surprise at finding these two in 
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a somewhat confidential attitade at the far end of the room, both 
leaning apon the marble coanter, beyond the high silver cof- 
fee-am. 

"Good-evening, Syra," said Crozier. " How are yon, Leonard I 
I came in in the hope of finding a St. Antony's man here. Do 
you know if Tom Yaltiant ia back!" 

" No, old fellow, I don't," answered the young doctor. He 
crossed the room, and leaned against the little iron mantle-piece, 
so that he was as far away from Syra as the dimensions of the 
apartment would allow. 

Then Crozier turned to Syra. 

" Have you heard anything about him }" he asked, quietly. He 
was looking at her rather more searchingly than ho was perhaps 
aware of, but she scarcely betrayed a sign of discomfort. The 
delicate pink of her cheek altered not in hue for reasons already 
hinted at; her mouth was slightly ig one side, her lips delicate 
and rnddy, being pressed upward with a strained sense of effort. 
Only her eyee told him something. They gleamed defiance into 
his, daring him to think what be chose, to attempt as he might 
the pemaal of her motives. Bnt the very glance of defiance was 
a confesuon. It betrayed that Samael Crozier's opinion of her 
actions was a distinct factor in ber conduct, that his approval or 
disapproval carried weight and inflnence. And yet he was noth- 
ing to her. Ha was one of many — merely a passer-by — who 
dropped in at odd moments to meet his friends and satisfy an 
imaginary thirst for the benefit of the establishment. Nothing, 
perhaps, bnt a strong, earnest man, who had a peculiar and em- 
barrassing way of treating her as if she might have been a lady. 
She knew that he was aware that Wilson Leonard had not spoken 
to her for nearly two years. Those eloae-set, inscrutable eyes 
could not hide that knowledge from her, and over the decanters 
she dared the singer to think that she had called the young doc- 
tor to come to her. 

" No," she answered, " he has not been in here, Mr. Crozier ; 
and I have heard nothing of him." 

Crouer struck a match and lighted his cigarette. He showed 
no intention of going just then. 

" I suppose," said Leonard, " that you have dined !" 

" Yes," answered Crozier, waving his match from side to side 
in order to save himself the troable of blowing it out. 
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" Then hare a cup of coffee." 

The singer accepted readily. He was well posted in certun 
intricacies of the hospitality of the bar, which is a qneBtion of 
gettiDg in the first word. 

Before their eyes, while they both watched him, he deliberately 
ponred some cold water into his coffee, which seemed forbid- 
dingly hot. Leonard . contemplated the action gravely. Syra 
watched with indifferent £yes. It would be a nice and far-reach- 
ing question to solve whether either or both guessed that he was 
spoiling his coffee with a view of drinking it quickly and leaving 
them to themselves. 

" If he comes in," he said to Syra, " please tell him that I am 
singing to-night, and shall not be home before eleven. After that 
time I shall be very glad if he will come in and have a pipe." 

" Yes," answered she, " I will tell hira so, with pleasure." 

He nodded to Leonard, raised his bat slightly to Syra, and with a 
murmured "good-night," passed oat between the curtains. It was 
none of his business, he reflected, if Wilson Leonard went to the dogs. 

He had not walked many yards along the brilliantly lighted 
Strand (wending his even way assuredly through Virtue and Vice) 
when a hand was slipped through bis arm and some one walked 
alongside, falling into his pace. 

" I have soon canght you up," said Wilson Leonard, qaietly. 

" Yes. One cannot get along very quickly through this crowd; 
it is just theatre-time, I suppose." 

Conversation is not easily conducted in the Strand between 
seven and eight o'clock in the evening, when the later journals are 
in full cry, when cabs are colliding and their drivers exchanging 
civilities, when the " pit " doors are being cast open to the " two- 
shilhng " public. The two men walked together in silence be- 
cause they could only converse in shouts, and that which was to 
he said between them could not be cried aloud. 

"Let us get out of this," said Crozier, presently, and he led the 
way np a dark and narrow alley. It was not an aristocratic quar- 
ter through which they passed; malodorous, dark, and reeking 
with hopelessness and vice, it was at least quiet; for neither of 
these are the children of light and noise. 

" I have not been in that place for nearly two years," said the 
house-saigeon, reflectively. 

" No r' said Crozier, with meek iuterrogation. He glanced up 
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at tbe dart walls of Drury Lane Theatre, which they happened to 
be passing, and smoked vigorously in view of the approaching 
CoveDt Garden bonqaet, which already assailed his sense of smell. 
This indolent singer was the nnfortunate victim of confidences. 
These were poured upon him from all sides without his having in 
the least encouraged the confidera. It was the natural reaalt of 
his quiet ateadfaatness. People with troubles upon them looked 
on him as a aort-of well wherein to sink their woes — a well where 
Truth lay hidden, where all things dropped lay in safe and kindly 
darkness until called for. 

He knew that Leonard was going to confide iu him. There 
waa no help for it, so he looked meekly up to the heavens and 
essayed to inhale as little bad cabbi^e and putrid potato as possi- 
ble for the sake of his throat. 

" I suppose," contiuued Leonard, with an attempt at cynicism, 
"that I waa bound to go back some time or other." 

" Um I" observed the singei', sympathetically. 

When a man is determined to confide in one, it is next to an 
impoaeibility to turn aside the stream. The same is it when a 
man has made up his mind to tell a girl that he loves her. Let 
him get her alone for a few minutes, and I defy her to prevent 
him telling her, somehow or other, eloquently or clumsily, gayly 
or sadly, even if she wants to do so. 

"I suppose," said the doctor, "that you would call it luck. 
When I left St. Antony's I was fully convinced that a month at 
home among my people, with my sisters and their friends, would 
cure me of what was nothing more than a boyish fancy. Con- 
found that phrase ! Those boyish fancies leave a scar, Gro2der, if 
they ever heal at sll. I was done with St, Antony's, done with 
London, and the Strand, and that confounded Myru'a. I thought 
at least that I had seen the last of Myra's. Then came the offer 
of a honae-enrgeonshlp. Of course I had to accept it It was 
clearly the only thing to do. They all called it a grand oppor- 
tunity. The governor leaned across the table and shook hands 
with ma The dear old boy is a baronet, you know, and terribly 
aristocratic in his ideas. While I held his hand, I knew that 
this grand opportunity meant— S'yra; that sooner or later I would 
go back to that place. Yon strong-minded fellows don't under- 
stand it, Crozier." 

Grozier did not reply at once. He threw away hU cigarette. 
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" Don't aay that, Leonard," lie said, at length. " I think every 
one underetanda it a little. It is a malady which is beyood ub all, 
that is the long and ahort of it The wurst of it is that yn can- 
not help each other much, because each fellow ia best left to make 
his own maddles. The muddle will be made, you may be snre of 
that — we all do it ; but there is a melancholy satiafaetioa in the 
thought that you went your own way and had only younelf to 
blame. At least, I have found it so." 

" It seems funny," said Leonard, with a sudden laugh which 
came strangely from his grave lips, " that a fellow who has been 
brought np with refined and gifted ladies, who has known and 
associated with delicate and attractive girU, should make an ass 
of himself by falling in love with a bar-maid — a girl who paints 
her face and touches her eyebrows with at black pencil, who is 
ready to accept compromising progenia from the first spendthrift 
simpleton who comes along and asks for a drink — whose trade it 
is to flirt across the bar with every one, old and young, good and 
bad, drunk and sober — " 

"That will do," interrupted Crozier, in his softest manner. 
" You will gain nothing by abusing her. You foi^t, Leonard, 
that I know Syra aa well as you do. What you say is true 
enoagh about her class, no doubt, but it is not quite true of her I" 

They bad crossed Leicester Square and were now in Piocadilty, 
where the tide of humanity flowed in a broader and brighter 
stream. From the darker haants of poverty and rice they had 
emerged suddenly into a throng on pleasure bont, buiTying on- 
ward on foot, in cab and in carriage to theatres, concert-halls, 
and soirfees. Most of the carriages were moving slowly in a long, 
serpentine file westward towards St. James's Hall. 

In this throng conversation became more didScnlt It was 
broken, and there were perforce long paoses in which both had 
time to think with the acquired absorption of Londoners, which 
remains undisturbed by noise and bustle. 

"Of course," said Leonard, bitterly, " I cannot marry her. I 
am not quite sure that I want to. It would simply mean min to 
myself and endleas sorrow to my relations. She would be miser- 
able, and BO should I. The world never makes allowanesB — " 

At this moment they were separated. Crozier passed ihrough 
a nariow place and waited for bis companion to come np. 

" No, old man," he said, when Leonard had retaken hit arm. 
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"the norld never makes sllowBoces. You mast never expect 
that of it I gave up doing so long ago. Time, Xjeooai-d, time 
is the only thing that can do it, and from what I hare seen of 
life I am convinced that tbere is no sorrow, no disappoiDtment, 
no bereavement which is beyond the power of time to cure," 

"Oh," replied the other, somewhat impatiently — Crozier was 
aggravatingly nnemotional at times — " oh, I dare say. No doubt 
it will be all the same a hundred years hence." 

"Yes," assented the singer, "probably ; let. us hope so at least 
I should not be surprised, however. If it were all the same, as far 
as we are concerned, thirty years hence, if you take that line of 
ai^nment" 

They were now in the brilliantly lighted entrance-hal! of the 
building where the great ballad-concert of the year was about to 
take place. Brigbtl-y dressed ladies were passing in, throwing 
off, with due regard to their hair and flowers, dainty wraps and 
shawls. Among them were their attendant knights, some with 
long hair and mnsical aspirations, others with closer-cropped heads 
and truer music in their souls. As stated, it was a musical event, 
and among tbe throng passing through the entrance-hall many 
recognized Samuel Crozier, and tnmed to look at him again with 
a whisper to their friends. 

" In the mean time," Leonard was saying (for they were apart 
and the conversation was not laid aside yet) — "in the mean time 

it is d d unpleasant to feel that I cannot get past the door of 

Myra's, and to know that when I go in I shall find that giri fiirt- 
ing with the last comer, and laughing at his double-meaning 
jokes. Such men as Marton, tbe old play-writer, who always 
shakes bands with her, and leers across the counter — a man with 
a face like a walrns and a voice like that of an omnibus-driver. 
Young fops like Varden — " 

"Look out I" said Crozier, interropting him; "he is just be- 
hind you. I will tell you what you will do to-night, Leonard ; 
you will come inside. Here is my card; that will admit yon, 
and there are sure to be some seats returned at tbe last minute; 
they will give you one. Don't you go back to Myra's to-night 
Nest to time, there is no cure like music." 

He spoke quickly in a low voice, for there were ears aronnd 
him listening, and eyes that songht the face of this young singer. 
Bright eyes, some of them beneath lace shawls, held aside by bare, 
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rounded ftrms — eyes that would not have been Borry to meet his. 
Bat he eaw none of ttteia. Hp was engaged just then ia one of 
his Quixotic endeavors to throw out of the path of life a few of 
those jagged stones which lie in front of us all — stonea which we 
all try to throw aside forever, bat they only fall on the road 
where another is at work, and he is sure to pitch them back again 
with others that obstruct his way, and so the merry farce goes 

Of coarse Wilson Leonard obeyed. Most men obeyed Crozier 
when he stood before them in that square, persistent attitude, and 
spoke in a low, concentrated tone which was musical enough by 
reason of the suppressed force that was in it, and because Sam's 
voice was always mnsical. The young doctor took the card with 
a murmur of thanks, and was about to move onward with the 
gay crowd when Walter Varden came np. 

This amiable yonng student had noticed that the public atten- 
tion was turned in some d^ree towards the two men, and he 
promptly took advantage of the situation. Such an opportunity 
of displaying his intimacy with a public character (for in that 
hall Crozier was as important a person as the Premier) was not 
to be lost. Therefore he swaggered up to them, immacalate as 
to shirt-front and button-hole, shiny as to sleek head, and well 
washed as to vacant face. 

"Ah, Crozier," he said, in a cunningly raised voice, "how are 
yon? Hallo, doctor — good-evening. I have just come from 
Myra's ; expected to see some of you chaps there. The fair Syra 
is in great form to-night ; bat she would not smoke a cigarette." 

The two men looked at him gravely. Crozier examined crit- 
ically the single diamond stud npon his manly breast. There 
was a want of heartiness about his reception, but the public saw 
that he was on intimate terms. They could not fail to do that, 
and there was a pretty girl, whom be knew slightly, coming up- 
stairs. 

" Is Tom back yet !" he continued. Then he added rc^uishly : 
" Ah, Crozier, the lucky dog has been in clover all this time, you 
bet, with that little cousin of his. Nice little thing, with a figure 
like an angel, and a pair of eyes — " 

He finished up with a short whistle, such as the condactor of 
an omnibus employs with a view of attracting tiie attention of 
his driver, given softly. 
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Crozier moved a little towards the door. The overtaie bad 
been began. There was a somewhat unnatural Bmile hovering 
about his lips, but his eyes were dull, as if he were making an ef- 
fort to control some emotion. 

" Varden," he Kaid, gently, "you are a pleasing . mixture of a 
cad and a fool; at present the fool predominates; that is the 
best I can say for you." 

Then he joined the stream of pleasure-seekers with Wilson 
Leonard at his side. 



CHAPTER XIT. 



Shortly before eleven o'clock Crozier returned to Lime Court. 
There was a full moon, and the old houses were actually poelis. 
Poetry seems out of place, does it not, m the heart of London, in 
sight almost of the lowest haunts of mankind, within sound of a 
hundred harsh voices calling out the attractions of their evening 
papers! And yet poetry lingered in the old courts and passages 
of the Temple that night A solitary young barrister was walk- 
ing some way in front of Crozier, his light footstep ringing firm- 
ly on the pavement of the sleepy courts and passages. Presently 
this man let himself into one of the dark, narrow-windowed 
houses, and Crozier was alone. 

He walked slowly, with his nngloved hands in his pockets, his 
cigar held firmly between his teeth. As usual, he was humming 
a tnne softly and reflectively. On entering the precin.cts of Lime 
Court he perceived that there was some one on his doo^step. 
This person was not standing impatiently with his back against 
the door, but seated peacefully npon the step smoking a pipe. 
Immediately the plaintive note of a cat in distress broke upon 
' the singer's ears, very cleverly rendered, and dying away softly. 
The effect was so life-like amid the silent passages where there 
lingered an echo, that Tom Valliant repeated the wail hefore 
rising from his humble seat. 

" Sam," he said, tragically holding out his hand, " how is it 
with yon I The situation is poetic. Young man discovered 
7 
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coDitiog lumbago on a atone step ; he amokee the pipe of medi- 
tation ; there breaks npon the silence of the old muUioned dwell- 
ings a soft and mnrmurous sound. Is it a ghost! No! Is it 
the note of the nightingale! No! Is it tho cat! Yea! To 
Itim comes presently a troubadour. His cloak flies in the wind, 
Lis shirt-front gleams in the cold moonlight. His cigar is tilted 
rakishly upward in the right-band comer of his mouth ; his eye 
loves. The gallery cheers. They think the troubadour la 
screwed. Lend me yonr latch-key, and I will open the door. 
Thank you," 

"When did you come upT' Crozier asked, presently, when 
they were in the comfortable room. He was turning up the gas 
and he glanced over his shoulder towards Tom. 

" This afternoon, m; boy," was the answer. Tom seated him- 
self cheerfully and threw open his coat The singer noticed that 
there was a small bunch of white violets in his button-bole. " Yes, 
sir, this afternoon. I tore myself away from the delights of a 
country life and from — from my aunt" 

Crozier knelt down on the hearth-rug and poked the fire leisure- 
ly. The farsecing Mrs. Sanders had left a small copper kettle on 
the hearth, and this was soon brought into use in the very smoki- 
est part of the fire, where five men out of six would have placed 
it, and from whence six women oat of seven would hare caused it 
to be removed at once. 

" Did you leave them all well !" he asked, conventionally, with- 
out turning his attention away from the fire. 

Valliant pressed the tobacco into his pipe and blew the ashes off 
his gloved finger before answering. 

" Yes, very well — thanks." 

Then a short silence came over them. Crozier busied himself 
with the umple hospitality of his bachelor establishment A to- 
bacco-jar was placed on the table, and a box of matches. Subse- 
quently the copper kettle came into use, and a sugar-basin was 
discovered incidentally in the lower part of the sideboard. This, 
however, was not indicative of tea. The odor that arose presently 
from steaming glasses was quite different from that of the subUe 
heib. It is painful to have to tnake this record, as it will perhaps 
lead to the downfall of Crozier and Valliant in the estimation of 
certain excellent people into whose hands this book may fall, but 
it must be lemembeied that I have never set up either as a hero. 
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When tbey were both seated the singer lighted his pipe. 

"I saw Varden to-night," he said; "he was. at StJamefs 
Ha]]." 

Tom turned his head a little towards his compaoioD, but his 
ejes were fixed on the fire. 

" It was funoy," he said, pensively, " that he should have turned 
up at Ooldheath. When I saw him I cursed loud and deep iu 
my sleeve. There was a taste of sulphur in my mouth for some 
time afterwards. The fellow is an ass, Samuel. It is rather ^- 
gravatiug that the only St. Antony's man that Eloia — that they 
— know down there should he Varden." 

Grozier looked sympathetic and waited for him to talk of 
Uoldsworth. This he did almost at once, for he had heen think- 
ing of him since the mention of his friend's name, for William 
Holdaworth was something more than a cipher in life at Gold- 
heath. 

" That fellow Holdsworth," observed Tom, " was very kind in 
sending over almost every day to inquire after the health of the 
deponent." 

"Sending!" repeated Grozier, with indifferent interest. 

"Yes. He never turned np himself." 

Crozier moved slightly, drawing in his legs and leaning forward 
as if about to rise. This he presently did and went to his bod- 
room, where he changed his dress-coat for a very shabby garment 
of brown velvet Then he returned to his seat and smoked pen- 
sively. The result of his cc^itations was soon forthcoming. 

" There are certain biblical stories," he said, " which are of a 
strictly contemporary nature. I mean that the incidents related 
could not very well happen nowadays. At all events, if they 
did take place, the result would probably be qnite different." 

Tora smiled suddenly. They knew each other very well, these 
two, despite the ntter disparity of age and thought and nature; 
and the younger man was quick-witted enough to follow his 
friend's meaning even while he was speaking. 

"Wisdom," he said, solemnly, "is falling heavily from thy 
lips. You are quite right, Sam. It may be that in ancient days 
pigs were housed upon a different principle, hut it seems to me 
in these times that there is a faint aroma of the sty about the 
young man who retarneth to his father." 

Tliat was all they said about Holdsworth. They never discnssed 
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him more taWy tban that. Indeed, it happened that Tom Valliant 
remained in ignorance that there was anything elso to say. Crozier 
was Bingnlar}y charitable for a man who had knocked about in 
the world. He waa at heart a eaiior, and sailors are nndoubtedly 
the moat charitable men on earth in a simple, straightforward, 
honest way. It may also have been some memory of dangers 
passed throogh together, of days spent on sunny aeaa beneath a 
cloudless sky, that prompted thia en-sailor to couceal hia knowl- 
edge of William Holdswortb's history, for when a man cluma ' 
you as a shipmate he invokes a very strong spirit of comradeship. 

Crozier would have liked to warn Elma also against this man, 
subtly and vaguely as he had warned Tom, but this he could not 
do. Tbere waa no course open to him beyond leaving it to her 
pure, maidenly instinct (which is a wondrous aure guide) to de- 
tect the ring of false metal. He did not know that Holdsworth 
had warned her himself by a stupid blunder. 

The singer now changed the subjecL He spoke of the concert, 
and incidentally mentioned that Wilson Leonard bad been there. 
This led to the discloanre of a fact of which Crozier had hitherto 
been ignorant — namely, that Dr. Leonard's secret was almost pub- 
lic property at 8L Antony's. 

" By-the-way," Tom said, " I waa told to-day that he was back 
at Myra's. There was something serious between Leonard and 
Syra, I believe, when he waa a student. The fellowa say that 
they were eng^ed at one time. At all events, I know that te 
was always there, watching her every glance and movement. He 
tried, I believe, to get her away from the place, bat aho would 
not go governeasing; and I suppose it would hardly have done 
for the^nc^e of Wilson Leonard, Eaq., to have served behind a 
genteel counter." 

" I am very, very sorry for the fellow," said Crozier. " He is 
making a muddle of bis life." 

" Well," answered Tom, with a andden laugh, " I suppose, in 
the eyes of the disinterested observer we all do thaL It certain- . 
ly seems as if he were burning his fingers, but that again is a com- 
mon practice. We do it in different ways, that is all. Even 
I, old man, I, the practical, the light-hearted, the callous, have 
been doing so." 

More confidences. Crozier rose suddenly from his seat and 
poked the fire. He moved about the room and took up the 
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eveiUDg paper casually, looking at the advertisement colamns with 
deep iDterest Leonard's tale was bad enough, but Ci'onier would 
have given a great deal, for reasons of his own, to be spared thia. 

"Yes," he was compelled, however, to murmur. 

Tom Valliant sat quite motioaless in the deep arm-chair, wait- 
ing until his friend should be seated or still. His slim white 
bands were clasped round his knee. His bead was slightly on 
one side, and he wiis very pale— paler perhaps tlisn nsaal. His 
lips, wbich were thin and sensitive, were parted slightly, and his 
heary eyelids seemed to weigh wearily over bis eyes. It was a 
beautifol face, of a delicate and super-refined mould, but there 
waa strength in it too; the patient enduring strength of a wom- 
an. Sucb a face as that is always a study, frequently a Icsaou. 
But jost at that moment it was not pleasant to look upon. It 
was the face of a miserable and hopeless mao. 

The singer stood on the hearth-rug with his elbow resting on 
the mantle-piece. He held the eveniag paper in his hand and 
was still studying tbe advertisements. The contrast between 
these two men reached even into the tiny subtle differences of 
carriage and attitude. Valliant sat with his lingers interlocked 
around hia knee ; the attitude waa a favorite cue with him. 
Crozier stood, and, moreover, he stood squarely and indepen- 
dently. The arm resting on the mantle-piece was not support- 
ing his weight. He never clasped his hands or interlocked 
his fingers. His limbs (if the expression be comprehensible) 
never supported each other. Do you see the difference I If not, 
it must be the fault of this halting pen. It exists ; it is in glar- 
ing evidence around as every day, but we go on — go on wilfully 
and deliberately — ignoring the resemblance that most assuredly 
will be found between a man's mind and his limbs. In either 
attitude lay the story of an enistence. 

There was a singular stillness in the room for a few seconds, 
then Tom ValliaDt spoke. 

" When," he swd, reflectively, " a man is shut up for a fort- 
night in a country bouse wltb a girl whom he has been trying to 
avoid for the last three years, the chances are rather in favor of 
burnt fingers." 

The singer was reading the paper no longer. He had not 
moved, but his eyes were looking over the journal, presumably 
into the folds of the heavy red curtains, 
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" You talk," he said, at length, in measured tones, " as if there 
were points of resemblance between your case and Leonard's. I 
do not see those points." 

He stopped for a second and brushed aside his mustache with 
a quick movement of the fingers. 

"Some day you will," said Tom, in that moment, but in such 
a low voice that it seemed probable that Crozier did not hear. 

"Of course," continued Crozier, tranquilly, " yon may call it 
burning your fingers if you like, but it is only a pleasant fable, 
Leonard cannot possibly marry Syra ; it would only lead to end- 
less misery, and a few months of uabappiness is better than a 
lifetiine. You could marry in six months if you chose to work. 
Leonard has good prospects, but they would be ruined by mar- 
ri^e with a bar- maid, whereas your work would be assisted, if 
anything, by your marrying and settling down, His people 
would cast him off, yours would be delighted at the idea — " 

Suddenly Tom interrupted bim with a merry laugh, 

" You are the greatest architect I know," ho exclaimed. 
" Your castles are a triumph of artistic excellence — but, my 
friend, the building material is only found in Spain, It has just 
struck twelve; I must seek my bumble dwelling. Craven Street 
looks well at midnight." 

He rose and put on bis top-coat with a great display of energy. 
Crozier smiled, without, however, losing the thread of bis dis- 

" Personally speaking — " he hazarded, deprecatingly, but he got 
no further. He moved away from the mantle-piece towards the 
window and drew aside the heavy curtain, looking searchingly 
into the night for some seconds. There was no visible motive in 
this action, for it was a clear moonlight night, and there was no 
question of rain. He did not even look upward to the sky, but 
across to the dark houses opposite. He turned and allowed the 
curt^n to fall back into its place, crossing the room in a v^^ne, 
peculiar way, 

"Personally speaking," he began again, as if with a slight ef- 
fort, "you are the only man I know who is good enough for 

"Thank you, Sara," said Valliant, simply. He was ready to 
go, with his liat set jauntily upon the back of his head. He 
moved towai'ds the door, followed by bis companion. 
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" I don't Bee how yon' can imagine that there is an obatacle," 
said Grozier, almost argumentatively, when thej were in the 

Tom turned on the door-step and shook hands. 

" Some day you will see it," he said, ambiguously. Then he 
ran lightly down the steps, and walked away into the shadow 
without looking back. 



CHAPTEB XV. 



Thbrb are certain definitions of human character which have 
acquired in nse a meaning never conveyed by the words spoken. 
To be called a creature of impulse js to-day a compliment. This, 
perhaps, arises from the melancholy fact that impulse as a human 
incentive is dying away from among us. We are becoming so 
wise, so prudent, so self-suppressing, that we rarely act, either for 
good or evil, without thinking twice upon the matter. 

Now Impulse, like Prudence, is a double-faced hussy. Once 
she goads us towards good, and we, hesitating, leave that good 
undone. The next moment she will urge us towards evil, and 
again we draw back. This sounds like a doctrine of counter- 
balance, bat it is not such. Impulsive goodness is superior to 
slow beneficence. Bis dat qui cito dat. While impulsive evil U 
less loathsome than w^ollgh^out, thonght-oat wickedness. 

When it is stated that William Holdsworth was a creature of 
impulse, it is therefore conveyed additionally that he possessed 
redeeming virtaes. 

The influence exercised over hira by the mere presence of Elma 
Yalliant was not a good one. Her beauty made him jealous that 
other men should have eyes to see it also. Her sweet and cheer- 
ful individuality did not soothe his spirit. The effect of it was 
to cause wild schemes of winning her to flit through his brain — 
unscrupulous schemes, most of them, smacking of the convenient 
sophistry of the sea-lawyer. The impulse given to his soul was 
that of evil, and being open to the movements of mental impulse, 
he succumbed readily enough. 

Once he sought to poison her mind — gratuitously and with no 



.coy Google 



104 THE PHANTOM FUTURE 

definite aim — against the raan to whose Quixotic beneficence no 
owed more than he cared to think about Indirectly he endeav- 
ored to lower Tom Valliant's position in her estimation by care- 
leas hints of misdoings in London, and — grossest error of all — be 
never lost an opportunity of blowing his own trumpet. 

Women are most wonderfully tolerant of vanity, conceit, and 
bumptiousness in yonng men, much more so than their brothers ; 
but their love (at least if they be true women) has never been 
won by virtues of which the happy possessor has been the first to 
make mention. In other words, a woman never loves the man we 
love. Most of us manage to convey, soonw-or later, to her whose 
love we seek the picture of a wonderful individuality wbicb we 
modestly take to be our own. But — if we win — it is not that 
individuality which she loves; it is another which she constructs 
for herself. This latter creation is probably as far from the real- 
ity as our own, but if she elects to blind herself into the belief 
that we are the incarnation of an impossible human being, it is 
wiser to refrain from too close inquiry, or enlightenment 

Elma never loved William Holdsworth. The thought of it 
never entered her head. She considered bim very pleasant to . 
talk to, for he had a thousand little tales of adventure to tell, such 
as women love to hear. Of these he was with suspicious invavie- 
ty the hero, and with due modesty he related them. lie had 
pleasant, hearty ways with him, and he was neat and clever with 
his hands, as most sailors are. Perhaps she flirted with him, just 
a little, in an innocent, childish way which was beyond his com- 
prehension. There was that glamour of an evil past in bis favor, 
and it rendered him interesting in the sight of this inexperienced 
and im^inative girl. Truly the nays of innocence are strange. 
To-day Elma is no longer a girl, she is no longer a young woman 
even. She has passed throagh sorrow and great joy. She has 
smiled in the sun, and she has wept in the shadow. She has 
known many men and women, and their characters have been 
patent to her understanding. Yes, she is most certainly an ex- 
perienced woman of the world, but that sweet fascinating inno- 
cence has never left her. It is like pure snow, which makes the 
shadows that lie upon it look beautiful. Nothing will ever sully 
the purity of ber mind. I do not think she will ever believe in 
the existence of evil pure and simple. With her it is nothing 
worse than negative good. 
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William Holdsnorth nas a constant surprise to her. Little virt- 
ues and pleasant accomplishments were forever turning up at odd 
moments. In a aemi-interested way she made a sort of study of 
him^-such studies as young loen make of maidens, and tbought- 
fn] maidena make of men — studies made in a purely contempla- 
tive spirit; mere observations on the nays of human nature. We 
all Btudy at that school, but vre never learn to keep anay from the 
fire ; to keep a firm hold Dpon onr contemplative hearts. 

Elma ValJiant was far from expecting an immediate result to 
her investigations, but this came a few weeks after Tom had re- 
turned to town. As nsnal, luck was against Holdswortb, but for 
ODce he did not recognize the fact. Luck in this case consisted 
of a dimly lighted conservatory, where a soft pink glow lay on 
the delicate flowers; where the atmosphere was heavy with the 
melancholy odor of refined white blossoms such as stepbanotis, 
tuberose, and lilies of the valley. There was music also in a dis- 
tant room, the voice of a violin in the cunning bauds of a poetic 
Italian, who made the instrument wail out the waltz-tune softly. 
Everything was against Holdsworth — dead against him. And 
Elma was at his side, just a little breathless, the flowers on her 
dress a little crushed, and the lace rising and falling rapidly. The 
moment was propitious for the study of human nature, and Elma 
saw it in a new phase. . 

Holdsworth was glancing at her sidewise. They were quite 
alone in the conservatory. The path of virtue lay before him 
bright and smooth just then. 

" Elma," he said, softly, " do you remember years ago when the 
canal was full there were boats upon it !" 

"Yes," she answered, wondering, " I remember." 

"And once we had a large picnic in two boats above Scar 
Lock." 

" Oh yes, I remember, and you bad a fight with a little boy." 

Holdsworth wondered uncomfortably whether she recollected 
that the boy was considerably smaller than himself. 

" Yes," he said, " I was going to remind you of that fight. Do 
yott know that the quarrel originated with you! I wanted to be 
in the same boat as yon. It is long ago, Elma. We were 
quite tittle then, but the boy who wanted to be near you is of the 
aame mind still." 

He stopped and laid his hand upon her wrist. Elma ezpe- 



.cy Google 



106 ' THE PHANTOM FUTURE. 

rienced a sudden senae of chilliness all over. There was an ob- 
GtructioD in her throat, and she prayed inwardly that somethia^ 
might happen suddenly — as it does in books— to prevent him say- 
ing more. Bnt nothing did happen. The music went on, and 
there was a vibration in the floor as of people dancing. In a dark 
comer of the conservatory the monotonouB drip, drip of a tap im- 
perfectly turned made itself heard. Holdaworth had taken her 
hand within his fingers now. 

" I know," he said, " that I have done little good in the world. 
I have had a hard fight to keep straight, for liick has been against 
me from the very first. Every one has given a helping push to 
the man who seemed destined to go downhill. The one thing 
that saved me, the one thought that encouraged me was the re- 
membrance of that little girl — the little queen of my boyhood. 
Through hardship and danger, through hope and despair, I have 
thought o£ that little girl and wondered whether she remembered 
the boy who fought for a place at ber side. When at last I saw 
the old country again, the golden heath and the placid Old Canal, 
the only question I asked myself was, * How will Elma greet 
roer" 

He was very earnest, but in the impulse of the moment he was 
reeling off lies most imprudently, Elma also was of an impulsive 
nature, but, strange to say, she was quite calm and self-possessed 
now. She made no attempt to release her band from bis grasp. 
She felt bis other hand at her dainty waist, bnt she left it unmo- 
lested. His very esrnestnesB should have carried her away ; the 
thrilling tones of bis deep voice so near to ber ear should assured- 
ly have touched a maiden's heart. But it must be remembered 
that Elma was no longer a girl in her teens. No one, it is true, 
had ever spoken to her in such tones as these before ; no one had 
held her hand in such a grip as this ; but there are some situations 
in life in which instinct is infallible while experience is useless. 
A yonng, heart-whole girl would have succumbed to the man's 
power of wooing. Elma found herself criticising the sincerity 
of bis words. To some people the quick knowledge of wise 
action, which is vaguely called presence of mind, only comes when 
the danger is actnally upon tlieui. For some time back Elma bad, 
in her more thoughtful moments, contemplated the bare possibil- 
ity of this avowal.'butHoldswortli's manner had deceived her; his 
lightness of heart bad instilled a false confidence. And now that 
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the moment bad come, she was eqaal to the emergency. She was 
actnallv thiDking how she should word that which she had to say 

Suddenly ahe rose ; bat he remained seated. She stood in 
front of him aod looked down at his stalwart form. Strange to 
say, his eyes were averted instead of seeking hers. Again he re- 
minded her of Samuel Crozier. No two men could huve been less 
like each other in nature or face, but there was some subtle point 
of resemblance in the manner in which they held themselves — a 
snggestion of past discipline through which both alike had passed. 

" Willy," she said, gravely, " when I heard that you had come 
back I was very glad indeed, because I thought that it would 
lead to the renewal of an old friendship. If you say any more 
yon will shatter that friendship utterly, and nothing can ever 
patch it together again." 

"I suppose," he said, almost humbly, "that you look upon me 
as a hopeless ne'er-do-well, an idler, and a vagabond — a sort of 
person, in fact, whom no lady in her senses would ever think of 
loving." 

This appeal^as clever. It had paid well npon former occa- 
sions. He rose and stood beside her, with real and earnest dejec- 
tion depicted on his handsome face. 

"Mo," she answered, " I suppose nothing of the sort It has 
never entered my head to pass a men^l judgment upon yon or 
your doings. If any of us had thought what you suppose, wo 
would not have been insincere enough to assume a friendliness 
we did not feel. If," she continued, with sudden contrition — " if 
I am to blame in this — if, I mean, I have led you into any mis- 
take, I am very, very sorry." 

He shrugged his shoulders in a deprecating way, as if to imply 
that his ovrn feelings were of secondary importance, and yet to 
insinuate that he had received no light blow. The movement 
betrayed a certain knowledge of women and their ways, for noth- 
ing appeals so strongly to the female heart as its own sympa- 
thy drawn jiolent voteni towards a strong man who rather avoids 
than seeks it.' By that slight shrug William Holdsworth placed 
himself in this position with regard to Elma He was thus the 
victim of a flirt — a simple, straightforward man deceived and 
ruined in happiness by a pair of coquettish eyes. And, moreover, 
be folly believed it himself, for it is a part of some characters, 
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especially those that possess weakness and strength stranj^ely 
mixed, to deceive themselves vith even greater success than they 
deceive others. 

"I suppose," he said, in a dreamy i^ay, without looking at her 
— "I suppose there is some one else." 

This cool supposition, put forward in a vaguely meditative way, 
not untinged with a hopeless despair, was calculated to leave Elraa 
in rather an awkward position. It was distinctly a question, and 
yet she could not take it as such and tell him tragically that he 
had no hnsinesB to ask it. If she treated it with silence the in- 
ference would be that the supposition was correct, and I have 
already said that no man had hitherto spoken to Elma Yaltiaut 
of love treated personally. Further than that it is neither wise, 
courteous, nor instructive to peer into her heart Of course yon 
may infer. We may all infer, in our great astuteness. And 
what wealth of inference may be drawn from the fact that thb 
dainty little maiden was out of her teens, and that she had moved 
in both country and town circles, looking upon men with those 
dangerously innocent eyes of hers, without having heard a word 
of love ! Of course we all clamor that the reason of it is that she 
did not want to, and that she had managed very well to slip onl 
of dangerons positions. But why did she not want to! Here I 
must leave you, being out of my depth, and a poor swimmer in 
trouhled waters. 

Sbe looked down at her companion without a hlusb. 

" I do not see," she said, " what that has to do with the question." 

He was very mnch in love with her in his way, and he conld 
not quite persuade himself that she did not love him. This lat- 
ter is a way we have in our masculine modesty. We cannot fully 
realize that the young person whom we honor with our youthful 
affections can do otherwise than love us most consumedly. It 
would only redoand to her infinite credit and good taste, This 
happy blindoess, however, lasts no length of time, and I am told 
that when a man does win the love of a woman — the great, glori- 
ous, unreserved love— his first feeling is one of fear. He is there- 
after divided hetween a sense of his own utter unworthiness and 
a vague, uncomfortable feeling that he has got more than he quite 
bargained for or knows what to do with. 

Holdsworth was, however, untroubled by any such misgivings 
as these. He was still in the first happy period of conscions irre- 
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sistibility, becanse perhaps he had never won the love of any 
good woman. And although it would appear that Elena did not 
love him yet, he was fully and pleasantly convinced that it was 
only the matter of a little more time. Had he looked up into 
her face just then he would assuredly have thought twice over 
this conviction, or had be taken the trouble to study a photograph 
of Elma which was gradually fading in Ma mother's album, he 
might never have said the words that came naturally to hia lips. 
There is a pleasant and harmless little theory (doubtless leadiDg, 
as most theories do, to nothing) that photographs are more nat- 
ural than they are usually considered. If a man shows you a 
likeness of himself, and the face delineated is that of a weak and 
vapid person, custom snd politeness bid you abuse the sun and 
the artist. It is not the face you are accustomed to see. But it 
is jnst possible that you have never seen the real face — only a 
mask ; because masks are woro as successfully to hide weakness 
as to conceal strength. The photograph may cause you to think 
about your friend — may awaken suspicions or arouse questions; 
and if it does, the result will be a verdict in favor of the sno. 
Thus, fierce people who smile sweetly upon the world will uncon- 
sciously assume a ferocity of demeanor before the camera; and 
people who possess a dainty little square chin, like Elma Yaliiant, 
will poke it forward and impart a sense of determination to their 
features which the softest of eyes cannot counteract 

But Holdsworth bad not studied the faded photograph (which, 
by-tbe-way, had been condemned as a bad likeness), and was in 
total ignorance of that Httle square chin, which was at this mo- 
ment singularly noticeable. 

" Well," he muttered, doggedly, " I believe you love me, and I 
simply won't take no. I shall go on hoping, Elma, as long as I 
live," 

Ah, human nature! Tes, human nature, for women are no 
better than men. There is nothing to choose between ns. One 
would almost imagine that Holdsworth did not know that a 
week's absence would make him forget all about Elma Valliant— 
that he was ignorant of the dormant feeling towards the girl 
whom Crozier had rescued from his clutches — a feeling which 
held bis vacillating heart as nothing else had held it, and which 
for want of a comparative name must perforce be called love; 
love as understood by William Holdsworth— and the rest of na. 
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" I Trill never," said Elma, with dangeroas cnlmness, " be bntlied 
or frightened into loving jou. Surely you know me well enough 
to recognize that" 

She turned half away from Iiim, and moved towards the door, 
bat before she had taken two steps bis srmi were around her, 
cnubing her painfully. With sudden passion he kissed her twice 
on the lips, and strange to say, she made no resistance. Then be 
released her with eqnal abruptness. She stood for » moment, 
while be looked down at her, breathing hard; then she raised 
her gloved hand, and pressed back over her ear a tiny wisp of 
golden hair that had escaped and curled forward to her smooth 
cheek. 'When at last she spoke, there was in the tone of her 
voice a withering contempt, a cool, fesrleas despisa), infinitely 
more cruel than the hottest indignation. 

" You do not know," she said, " what love is." 

And without another word she left him, walking away quietly 
and without baste. In the drawing-room sbe found her father 
standing with his hands behind him, watching the dancers, with 
his genial, hearty smile ; and slipping ber band within bis arm, she 
stood beside bim. 



CHAPTER SVL 



With inexplicable dilatoriness Tom Valliant wasted bis time 
at St Antony's. Some weeks bsd elapsed since the publication 
of the book so succcBsfuUy illustratod by him, and its career whs 
assured. A second edition upon superior paper, with a view to 
doing better justice to the engravings, was already in hand, and 
oSers of work, and well-paid work, were showered upon bim. 
Artists of standing began to ask each other whose pupil this 
new man was, where he had acquired his art, and from whence 
be came; but publishers asked no questions, they wanted to 
secnre bis pencil and not his past. These clear-sighted readers 
of the public taste knew better than to cavil at a man's work 
because it was the emanation of genius, untaught callow genius, 
instead of straitlaced talent Some of tliem even went so far 
as to oppose Samnel Crozier's advice, boldly telling Valliant to 
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shoD all art schools. I have &□ imnaense respect for the astute- 
ness aud foresight of the aversge publisher, and it would almost 
seem from a study of facts that these Philistines were right, aod 
the tboaghtful singer wrong. The kingdom is plentifully stocked . 
with art schooJa. No small town ia complete without an estab- 
lishment of this description, duly connected with the head-centre 
in London, No doubt the popular taste, the artistic feeling of 
the multitude, is raised by tfaeir agency, but do these schools pro- 
duce artists? It would appear not Frenchmen come across — 
unwashed, untaught, merry Frenchmen, if you please — who have 
never looked upon a plaster cast in their lives with the intention 
of drawing it, and they illustrate our newspapers as we cannot 
illustrate them ourselves. Italians — long-haired, melancholy Ital- 
ians — come and hang upon the walls of our exhibition-rooms 
pictures painted with a delicacy and truth which make our best 
wielders of the brush feel humble. Hard-smoking Germans ait 
down io our engraving-shops, and bend over the Frenchman's 
drawing with a result infinitely creditable. And the worst of it 
is that these men are totally without artistic training. Some of 
them, indeed many of them, have actually never been taught at all. 
The age is essentially artificial, but are we not making a mistake 
when we take it for granted that art can be taught ? From the sta- 
tistics of art schools as regards their production of artists, it would 
seem that education leille instead of fostering this delicate growth. 

Tom Yaliiant did not deign to explain whether he was guided 
in this matter by his would-be publishers or his natural laziness; 
but he treated all suggestions of study in a hopelessly jocose 
spirit, which entirely killed any argument upon the subject. 

" In much study," he would say, in a tone of which the solem- 
nity led many to believe that they had been crushed by a Biblical 
quotation, " is also great vanity. I am not vain, but as long as 
people are willing to boy I am willing to draw things as I aee 
them." 

He undertook to illustrate a story to be brought out shortly in 
a magazine ; b^an slowly, and suddenly became interested in it, 
finishing in a few weeks in such a manner as to make the pub- 
lisher come forward at once with a handaoq^e bid for the monop- 
oly of his pencil, which, however, he refused. 

Withal, hia name was still upon the books of St. Antony's Hos- 
pital, and he attended lectures, and pat In an appearance in the 
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dissecting- room in a desultory vay. When queationed he laugbed 
carelessly, and talked vaguely ongoing on to the end of the term, 
when be would see what turned up. In his attendance at Myra' 
however, lie was very regular, much more bo than Sam Croziei 
liked ; but, like a wise tnan, the singer made no comDient — in- 
deed he did not appear to notice it 

" It seems to me," Syra said to him one evening, in her oeat, 
clipping way, " that you are an adept at letting things slide." 

Valliant bad just left them, accompanied by some ratber up- 
roarious friends, bent upon visiting a transpontine music-hall of 
doubtful reputation, merely, be explained, with a view of study- 
ing human nature In a new phase. 

There was no mistaking her meaning, and Grozier did not pre- 
tend to. He smiled slowly in answer to the thinly hidden bittei^ 
ness of ber tone, and looked at her with a quizzical tolerance. 

But there was no answering smile in her peculiarly lifeless 
eyes, and the sad lips were finniy closed, 

" I can't see why you do it," she added, impatiently. 

He was smoking a cigar, which he removed from his lips be- 
fore leaning his elbow resignedly upon the marble counter. 

"Parables," he said, with mock humility, "parables wbicb this 
thick head cannot elucidate." 

" Why did you let him go to that place to-night!" she asked, 
as she turned aside and washed some glasses noisily. It almost 
seemed as if the matter had a greater interest for ber than she 
cared to show. Crozier did not always understand Syra; she 
interested him greatly, and be studied ber at times with a kindly 
and tolerant keenness. He frequently forgot that she was only 
a bar-maid — a creature whom you and I, gentle reader, would not 
expect to possess any human interest at all, any feelings worthy 
of our virtuous consideration, any thought above vapid flirtation 
across the counter. Steeped in vice she must of course have 
been to the tips of her pink fingers — her calling vouched for that ; 
a living decoy, her trade and profession was to entrap the unwary, 
to lure innocent and confiding young men to their destruction, 
and to sell her smiles with the liquor she banded across the conu' 
ter to the highest bidder and the deepest drinker. 

It was a strange friendship, and one, we all know, infinitely 
discreditable to auy one pretending, as Crozier sometimes did, to 
the title of gentleman. I will not attempt to defend him. He 
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himself would not have done so, laboring as be did sDder the 
reprehcDsible Dotion that so long hs his motiveB were clear and 
hoDorable to himself, the rest of the world was at perfect liberty 
to look on, criticise, and find fault just so much and so long as it 
pleased. And in this matter Tom Valliant's welfare was a strong 
and visible motive. 

They quarrelled in a semi-serious, semi-mocking way, these two 
strange beings ; and, moreover, they loved quarrelling with each 
other and no one else in the world. Through the veil of mock- 
ery there peeped occasionally something more serious. At times 
there was a second meaning behind the " staccato " abruptness of 
the girl or the man's tolerant cynicism, and these tiny shafts of 
truth were never lost. Thus they had learned to know each other 
very well, better perhaps than each in turn suspected. 

Samuel Crozier and Tom Valliant were, as Syra bad once said, 
different from the rest of the frequenters of the little bar beyond 
the thick curt^D. This difference may have been a mere creation 
of the girl's fancy (for even a bar-maid may possess imagination, 
poor soul !), but it is ccrt^un that they occupied a different^ place 
in her mind. The one with his grave good -breeding, bis sug- 
gested cynicism, and his quiet way of telling home-truths, and 
the other with his everlasting good spirits, his assumed chaff, and 
.his smiling mask, were different in her imagination insomuch as 
they were credited with meaning. The rest had no meaning — 
they were merely happy, thoughtless boys, or improvident, reckless 
men. Some instinct told the girl that there was a purpose in 
these two friends— a purpose and another life of which " Myra's " 
and their present day to day existence formed no part. They be- 
longed to a different world altogether. From a hundred little 
incidents, a hundred passing gestures, momentary silences, and 
veiled glances she drew with the unerring insight of her sex her 
own deductions. Though others had not noticed it, the remem- 
brance was patent to her that never since they bad first set eyes 
npon each other had Samuel Crozier, in mere reckless fun, or 
with that peculiar disguised earnestness of his, addressed to her a 
word that might have been turned into an expression of love or 
admiration. On the other hand, Tom Yalliant was always doing 
ao, but in such a manner, with such lightness of heart and such 
merry smiles, that there was nothing either offensive or sincere to 
be understood or seized npon. 
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la this lay a greater part of the difference. Crozier migtit in- 
explicably ^eat ber at times as if ebe might have been a lady; 
Yalliant might bring her flowers and cast comically knguishing 
glances over the decant«n ; but Syra looked through these ont- 
ward manners and saw that she was bnt a passing incident in 
their lives. She saw, however, more than that. Depraved, lost, 
fallen as she might have been (though we may reserve aa opinion 
on this subject — we men who in onr wider travels have come 
upon virtue in rocky places), she was a woman still, and a woman 
in something more than the baser instincts that prompted her to 
bring out the daintiness of her cheeks by a touch of rouge, to 
make the most of a perfect figure, and to wield such arms as she 
possessed without quarter or reserve. She looked through the 
veil which, although worn so differently, was of the same texture, 
and what her lifeless, hopeless eyes saw there was the shadow of 
another woman, and illogically, without just cause or reason, she 
had taken the thought into her head that the shadow on both 
lives was. cast by one form. 

By way of reply, Crozier shrugged his shoulders. Presently, 
however, he vouchsafed an explanation. 

" I allowed him to go, Syra, because I could not stop him." 

" Indeed ! Because you could not stop him I Not because 
you are one of the people who habitually let things slide; who, 
rather than find yourself involved in an argument, shut your ears 
placidly to lies and let misery grow up all aronnd yon!" 

The singer rose from his seat and took up his argnmenlative 
post before the fireplace leisurely, with his back gainst the cor- 
ner of the iron mantle-piece. 

" No," he answered, " no. As you have done me the honor of 
asking the question, I reply unhesitatingly that it is not because 
I shut my ears and let things slide. Moreover, misery is a growth 
which is quite natural, and,! am informed, even necessary, to the ex- 
isting state of things. I am not interested in its cultivation at all." 

He allowed her some time to reply, but she continued drying 
and placing upon the counter in an inverted position certain 
small tumblers, without showing any wish to continue the con- 
versation in this channel. 

" I don't think, Syra," he murmured, gravely, and with some 
meaning, " that my eyes are not more often clewed than those of 
other people." 
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She raised her expressioaless orbs to meet his and closed her 
lips with a defiant tnist to one side. She was not afraid of bim, 
snd showed it boldly. Before speaking she shook out the damp 
glass-towel and laid it on the coSee-nm to dry, all with a carving 
of Foanded arms and curling of pink fingers which was second 
□atnre to her now. 

"The atmosphere you breathe and the life yon live," she said, 
with mockiDg deroureness, "are hardly calculated to make you 
go about the world with yoar eyes shut" 

He looked ap to the ceiling as if inhaling the atmosphere of 
the room. 

" No," he said, innocently, and with a weight of meaning. 

" Oh," she said, lightly, " I speak for myself a^ well," 

" Which," lie suggested, with a twinkle in his deep-set eyes, 
"places me in good company." 

" I doubt it," she said, bitterly, and turned away. 

Presently he crossed the little room and took his seat on a high 
mahogany stool near the counter. For some time he smoked 
slowly, esaminiag the quality of his cigar between each puff. 

"Syra," he observed, reflectively, at length, "Rome was not 
bnilt in a day." 

The girl was at the far end of the counter, idly glancing at the 
columns of a newspaper. 

" So I have been told," she replied, without looking up, " But," 
she added, after a moment, " I doubt whether it would ever have 
been bnilt at all if — " 

She broke off with a short, tnirthiess laugh, and turned the 
newspaper impatiently, afterwards placing both her elbows upon 
' the counter and bending low over it 

" I was going to be rude," she exclaimed, abruptly. 

Crozier was looking at her in a speculative manner, his deep- 
sunken eyes very grave snd sympathetic 
' " Syra," be said, with quiet masterfulness, " the better I know 
yon, the less I understand you—" 

" Oh, for goodness' sake," she interrupted, " do not let us dis- 
cuss me ! You once told me that it was bad taste, and worse 
than unprofitable to discuss one's self or one's feelings with any- 
body whomsoever." 

"So I did," he allowed, with memory as unerring as hers; "I 
had no intention of bringing forward the topic you mention, 
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beyond iasiDuating in tbe most respectfal mannar possible tbat H 
has either been my individual misfortune to do or sa; something 
which has displeased you, or some event has occurred to worry 
you. If it is the former — " He stopped, and taking the cigar 
from his lips, threw it neatly into the fire. Then he slid ofi his 
stool and went to the other end of the bar, where he stood before 
her with his two hands resting on the counter. " If," he repeat- 
ed, " it is the former, without knowing any details, I have no hes- 
itation in saying tbat the alight, or tbe offence, was unintentional." 

She moved nervously and laid her hand upon the paper with- 
out, however, looking up. His tone had quite changed, and the 
alteration aSorSed her a glimpse of tbe other man — the man of 
drawing-rooms, the well-bred gentleman, whose place was cei^ 
tainly not beside that marble counter. It was a rare glimpse, 
and no one but Samuel Oozier afforded it She would rather 
have remained in the darkness of her station — rather have list- 
ened to his easy cynicism than the softer tones nhich fell so 
musically from those trained lips— rather have laughed cheer- 
lessly tbaD have been oppressed by a nauseating lump in her 
throat, which reminded her uncomfortably of the days when she 
could weep. 

"You are not perhaps aware," she said, while continuing to 
study the advertisement columns closely, "that people are talking 
about you." 

He raised his eyebrows indifferently. 

" "What a calamity!" be murmured, with great serenity. " May 
I inquire what ' people' are pleased to say f 

" It is the common talk of St Antony's that Ur. Yalliant ia 
going to — " 

"Let us say the 'dogs,'" suggested Crozier, seeing her hesi- 
tation. 

"Yes, tbe dogs, although that is not qnite the expression. 
And your name is frequently brought in." 

" As showing him the way f" asked Crozier, 

She nodded her head, but made no further reply. He tugged 
at his mustache pensively — an action very rare with him. 

"That ia the sort of thing," he was reflecting, "that Varden 
will be only too delighted to tell Holdsworth, and Holdsworth 
will be only too delighted to pass it on." 

Nevertheless, he smiled at Syra'e grave fooe. 
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"That cannot be helped," he said, reassuringly. "All will be 
put right in time. He is goiDg to lea»e St. Antony's at the end 
of the term. Once away from there, it will be an easy matter to 
drop its associations and form more profitable friendships." 

She saw the semi-gmve meaning of the last words, bat chose 
to ignore IL 

" He does Dot care a bit about any of these meD," she said, 
decisively. " He associates with them, but they eannot be called 
his friends." 

" You have noticed that too, have you Y' said the singer, select- 
ing a second cigar. " I bow to the correctness of your judgment. 
He will probably go down into the country and stay with his 
people. There he will come under a new influence, and a fresh 
incentive to wort." 

The words were spoken with inimitable unconscioasness. His 
careless attitude as be chose a cigar and closed the case, prepara- 
tory to returning it to his pocket, was that of a man who was not 
giving his whole mind to the subject of which he was talking. 
The choice of a tobacco-leaf was at that moment of paramount 
importance. But Syra's dull eyes were not taking him in as a 
whole. She disregarded utterly his attitude; and the measured 
indifference of his voice carried no conviction to her ears. Her 
entire attention was given to his lips. During the course of their 
disjointed, half-veiled friendship she had discovered this weak 
point in his worldly armor, and the habit had grown upon her of 
watching the singer's thoughts, not through his impenetrable 
eyes, not in his strong, manly way of facing joys and sorrows 
squarely, and perhaps too unimpressionably for a young man ; 
but through the motion or the stillness of his trained lips, for it 
must not be forgotten that he was a professional singer. 

" I am sure," she said, "I hope it will be the case." 

"It is bound to be so," he answered, reassuringly, but very 
gravely. Then his manner suddenly changed, and at the same 
moment Syra moved restlessly ; and had Crozier looked up he 
would have seen a dull patch of red beneath her'cyes which was 
not there a moment before. Both had heard a voice in the outer 
bar wishing Myra a good-evening in unusually quiet and sympa- 
thetic tones. 

" Come, Syra," wiA Crozier, a little hurriedly, " this will never 
do ; we are getting quite serious. The intare, and especially the 
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future of some one else, is not worth getting serious over. We 
two should know that by this titne. I must be off. Good- 
He raised his hat, drew back the curtain, and confronted Wil- 
son Leonard, whose arm was actually stretched out towards the 
heavy folds. 

Crozier nodded, as if the young doctor were a regular habitui, 
and betrayed no surprise whatever as he passed on. 

" Halloo, Leonard," he said, genially ; " how are you ! I'm just 
ofE to the club to see the Fans papers. Good-night, old fellow !" 



CHAPTER XVH. 

btba'b secret. 



Thbre is a sad want of economy in every-day life. It is like a 
very large book with a small plot and few incidents. We take a 
long time to do very little ; in fact, to use a technical expression, 
there is too much padding. The real incidents, the real crises, 
and the actual succeaaeB and failures are of short duration. They 
usually come and go in a few minutes with their attendant emo- 
tions. The pleasure of a great success is after all a. passing joy. 
A man succeeds, and lo ! in a few weeks ho is accustomed to suc- 
cess—it thrills him no longer — its joy is dead. He longed for 
success: it has come, and yet he is the same man. He gets up 
in the morning, eats, works, and sleeps E^^ain, as he did before. 
Eating is no greater pleasure, sleep is no more restful, work is no 
less monotonous. 

Hope and regret are alone long-lived. These two are the pad- 
ding of our lives, the fine writing in the novel which goes on and 
on, from page to page, with a few incidents thrown in here and 
there to break the pare^^phs. Hope is all sweetness, and regret 
is bitter sweetness. In excess they clog the taste, just as too 
ninch fine writing wearies the reader. 

To suit the hurried days in which we live, the novelette has 
been invented. I wish that we might have the power vouchsafed 
to us of reducing the weary volumes of our daily eiistenoe. Why 
can we not live Hfelettes? Reduce volume one by beginning at 
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the end of it: id est, at tbe end of childhood. Scsny through 
volume two and reach the beginning of namber three. All the 
incidents could be detailed in a few p^s. I could rodnce thirty 
yean to five, and get into that space all the joys and sorrows, the 
hopes and aspirations, the successes and the failares, the laughter 
and the tears. No neglect of necessary detail would result, no 
Bcaroped wort. In that time the joys would be thoroughly en- 
joyed ; the sorrows treasured with a certain melancholy pride; 
the hopes disappointed ; the aspirations crumbled to the ground ; 
the successes realised, and the failures recognized. And all in a 
bnsin ess-like, ship-shape manner worthy of a most practical and 
estimable generation. 

Poor, dear, slow old Nature is getting sadly behindhand. Her 
system of managing human afiairs is effete. She must either 
worfe in more incident or reduce her detail. We have too ranch 
getting up and washing and drying, and eating and drinking, and 
going to bed ^lun. When oar family Bibles credited us with 
serenteen years we were twenty-five, and instead of making np 
her lost time, Nature gets more and more behindhand as life 
goes on. 

Most assuredly Syra thought each thoughts as these when Wil- 
son Leonard left the little room which was called hers, only half 
an hour after be had drawn aside the curtain to find himself face 
to face with Samuel Crozier. Undoubtedly some reflex of them 
passed through the young doctor's anxious brain as he hustled bis 
way through the crowded humanity of midnight Strand. Half 
an hour — thirty minntea ont of all the millions — but thirty con- 
taining more than three thousand. That half-honr left tbem both 
older; both wiser, the preacher will aay; both better — who will 
say ) Not I, for one. 

When Crozier left the inner bar Syra tamed a pale aet face 
towards the new-comer. Why had Wilson Leonard taken to 
frequenting Myra's again 1 

And so they looked at each other for a brief moment over the 
decanters, across the daintily arranged coanter. Dnll lifeless eyes 
looking into eyes that were too sympathetic, too kindly for their 
possessor's happiness in a world where human sympathy is a 
hinderance. 

Outside, in Myra's bar, there was the everlasting sound of friz- 
zling chops, spatt«ring kidneys, and seething ateaks, One or 
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two male voices were raised in merry altercation, and there was a 
lati^h — a single throaty laugh — occurring with weary r^piiarity 
at short intervals. Crozier, had he heard it, wonld have said with 
qniet faamor that the laughter was supping at somehody else's ex- 
pense. Years afterwards Leonard heard that laugh again in a 
room full of gayly dressed people, and it brought hack to his 
DOstriU the aickoDing odors of cooking meat, damp sawdust, to- 
bacco smoke, and beer. Before his eyes it raised a picture of 
gaudy bottles rising in tiers to the ceiling, and before them, 
amid them, the most beautiful face he had' ever known. It re- 
called the dull eyes, where life and a great hopeless misery were 
stmji^iittg for mastery over an indomitable will ; and into his 
heart it ponred a sudden flood of wretchedness which over- 
whelmed all other feeling, quenched all resistance, and made him 
for a moment no better than a dead man. 

Leonard raised bis bat in silent salutation. His lips indeed did 
move, but no words came from them. The girl bowed her head 
slightly and bnsied herself with some glasses. The silence was 
becoming irksome. 

"What can I give you f she asked, in ahusinesalike tona 

He looked round almost stupidly, and stooped to examine a 
brilliant label on a whiskey -bottle in a singularly interested man- 
ner. 

" Oh, I'll have some cofFee, please." 

She handed the enp in a careless, nonchalant way which was 
not calculated to forward Myra's commercial interests. 

"You have grown very abstemious," she said, lightly. 

"Yes," ha answered, Btirrihg his harmless beverage leisnrely. 
" I have fo be more carefal nowadays. I need all my steadi- 
ness and all my nerve. They are my stock in trade." 

Her eyes, resting on him, were almost endowed with life, but 
she soon torned away and went to the end of the conn ter, where 
ebe sat down wearily. 

"I once told you," he b^an in a critical way, "years ago, 
when I was a student, that a conple of years of this work would 
kill you." 

" It is three years since you told me that" 

"Yes)" he murmured, interrogatively. "Three years ago, is 

itr 

" And here I am still. I am not to be killed by work, it seems." 
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She spoke in a hard, diBconnigiiig voice, ss if the subject were 
utterly distastefal ; as if no possible eud could be served by dis- 
cDssing it. 

" As I came along just now," said Dr. Leonard, looking into 
her eyes for the first time since he had come in, " I was wonder- 
ing why you stayed here." 

"Ten shillings a week," '^^ answered, promptly, "and all 
found I" 

It was a splendid farce, but her flippancy was not snccesaful.' 
She conld not even laugh at it herself. It fell very flat, and there 
was utter misery in the air. 

" I asked you once before," contiuned Leonard, ignoiing her 
explanation, " if yon would let me find you some other work — 
something easier and qnietsr; and sometJiing less — " he hesitated 
for a word. 

" Degrading f ' she suggested. 

" Yes," he said, looking at her gently, " degrading." 

Beneath his gaze the poor girl turned away. He came nearer 
to her, so that only the breadth of the marble connter was be- 
tween them. Standing there with his arms resting on the clear 
space before him where no decanters were, he looked down at 
her where she sat on an inverted mineral-water case. Her face 
was averted, her hands were clasped together. She was almost 
crouching at his feet — crouching gracefully in her close-fitting 
black dress, with the heantifn! golden head bent and turned from 
his sorrowful eyes. 

It seemed that at last he had conquered — that at last his stub- 
born manliness had triumphed over her power of will. 

"Yon have had many opportunities that I know of for better- 
ing your position. Many better places have been offered you. 
You know yon are far too good and— and lovely for this sort of 
thing, and yet you stay. It .cannot be from love of the work — 
that is impossible. You do not pretend to be devotedly attached 
to Myra. Why do yon stay )" 

She moved restlessly, drawing in one neatly shod foot and 
dropping her arms to her side. 

" Ten shillings a week," she repeated, " and all found !" 

" Syra," he said, gravely — the habit of calling her Syra was still 
with him — "Syni, for Heaven's sske don't copy Tom Yalliant 
Don't throw away your life as if you had many to spare. It is 
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the only one yoa have. Is this" — he indicated tbe bar, the bot- 
tles, the smoke-berimed room — " is tbis your idea of Ufa I Do, 
for goodaeas' sake, think what you are doing." 

Soddenly ahe rose and glanced at the clock, in obvious hopes 
that the theatregoers would soon be coming in. 

" Ob," she answered, with an impatient sigh, " I ant thinking 
what I am doing. I have thonght abont it so mncb that I am 
sick and weary of tbe whole business." 

She turned her back upon him and duat«d the bottles with a 
worn feather duster. 

"Then leave this place." 

Then she threw away tbe duster and turned npon bim sharply, 
resting her two bands upon the counter. 

" Why f ' she asked, with flushed cbeeka and eyes that glowed 
for once. " Why do yon take it upon ypuraelt to dictate to me t" 

" Because I love you," he answered, simply. " Yon know that 
I told you three years ago, and it is the same now as if I \\ni\ told 
you every day since. Every man has a right to try and dn sdiiio- 
thing for the woman he loves. Is that not so, Syra I" 

Still she resisted, and in reply to his question merely shrugged 
ber shoulders. ' 

Then he took her band, pink from constant contact with warm 
water and damp towels, moist from beer-drippings. 

" Is that not so, Syra i" he repeated. 

She made no attempt to draw her band away, but looked at it 
dreamily, as if comparing its pinkness with hia white slim fingers. 
No answer to his question came, and presently he continued ; 

" If you will not tell rae why you deliberately throw away every 
chance, why you stay here against the advice of everybody who 
takes any interest in you — Crozier, Myra, myself — every one — I 
mnst simply draw my own conclusions. You stay, Syra, to be 
near some one ! Who is itf 

She raised her head and looked at him. Her lips were pressed 
npward and sidewise with that pathetic twist; there was defiance 
in her eyes. 

"Youl" she answered, coolly. 

For a moment he ceased to breathe, and when at last he spoke 
there was a break in his voice like a sob 

" Oh," he exclaimed, in a low, unsteady tone, " what a mnddle 
we have made of it I" 
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" No," she answered, " we have not. You have made a mistake 
— & terrible mistake— in coming back, that is all," 

He slowly withdrew his fingers from round hers, and moved 
away a few steps, where he sat wearily down upon one of the high 
mahogany stools near the counter. He leaned his elbow on the 
marble, and pushing his hat onto the back of bis head, sat hold- 
ing his forehead in silence for some moments. 

" Why V he asked. " Why have I made a mistake !" 

She looked at him for some moments without replying. Had 
be raised bis eyes then he woald have seen the quivering tears in 
hers. He would have seen the beautiful face transformed to some- 
thing still more beautiful — parer, holier, loftier ; lightened by a 
glow, the pure and gloriona illumination of a great unselfish love. 
A dog can love tike this, can we — dare you — deny it to a bar- 
maid! How pitifully small is the basis upon which turns the 
aiis of a human existence I Had Leonard raised bis eyes he could 
not have withstood the magnetism of her glance; he woald have 
asserted his manhood, the rights of his devotion. His greater 
passion wonld have conquered her noble resistance, and ,a splendid 
suT^ou would have been lost to snSering humanity. As it was, 
he only heard ber words, spoken in a coldly modulated monotone. 

" Surely yon must know," she said, " that I could never marry 
yon. I have seen too much of this— degrading — existence to be 
able ever to settle down into humdrum married life. I am too 
fond of admiration, too much accustomed to it, to live without it 
until — well, until .there is nothing left to admire. I should be 
miserable in a year, and so would you. It is only in books that 
such things come right. Misery and nothing but misery could 
ever come of it, and you know it," 

He shook his head without looking up, but it was a wavering 
denial. He knew it, but what could be do! 

" Conid things be worse !" he asked, hopelessly. 

" Yes, I think so," she replied, more softly. " I am sure of it. 
This — this wretchedness cannot go on long. In a few years it 
will be all right. Something may happen — something mutt bap- 
pen. If we married we should find oat the utter folly of it in a 
year, and think of what we should have to face then !" 

Like the proverbial postscript to a woman's letter, the true 
thought, the inward secret motive of her heart came last She 
must have been very sure of ber power over herself and over 
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the man before her, or she would aot have dared to speak the 

" Besides," she added, as she moved a little and pretended to 
be attending to her duties — " besides, yon must think of yoor 
own family. You must think of your career. It would be ruined. 
The great absorbing desire of your life would be entirely frua- 
trated if yon married a — a — " 

" Syra," interrupted Dr. Leonard, " for God's sake, don't be bo 
hard upon yourself !" 

" It is best to look things in the face," she answered, in a dall 
voice. Then she broke into a sudden laugh which was tenibje to 
hear, it was bo utterly devoid of mirth, so hopelessly miserable. 

"In ten years," she continued, recklessly, " we will taiigh at all 
this." 

He winced at the sound of her voice, it was so cruelly, harsh. 
Perhaps he realized for a moment what a terrible struggle was 
going on behind that laugh, but he never knew the full extent of 
it. He could not. It was an impossibility for him to realize 
what this girl was sacrificing for bis sake. She was right — of 
conrse she was right — in the principle. They would not have 
been happy together ; but who is 1 Who is entirely happy when 
the glamour fades away ! And it is currently supposed that a few 
years' rejoicing in that glamour are worth the risk of what may 
follow. Soil — so be it ! Let us shrug our shoulders and go on 
our way. We must live and understand it not, grieve and com- 
prehend it not, rejoice and lose the joy. Oar lives must be lived 
in a state of semi-blindness, of wishing to see more, to understand 
a little more the point of tt all. 

Syra's had been a joyless life. ' Beauty had been ^ven her, for 
what ? A great temptation — nothing more. Intellect of a certain 
keen order had been vouchsafed to her, to the furtherance of what 
end? That she might have thoughts above her station, that she 
might dream of better things and realize that they were beyond her 
reach, that she might raise herself from the lower rungs to the 
glorious position of bar-maid in a bohemian drinking den. Think 
of this, ray sisters; think of what she was throwing away — and 
tell me why she was born. 

" Tell me, Syra," said the young doctor, presently, " has it al- 
ways been — me!" 

" Yes," she answered, simply, "always." 
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He rose from bis aeat and went nearer to her. Hia soft moorn- 
fnl eyes met hera over the arrayed glasses and decanters. 

"Then you must marry me," he said, stubbornly, "and we will 
go away and try our luck in some other conutry." 

" No," she answered, gently ; " no, I will never do that. I have 
heard the students talkiu^ of yoa, and Mr. Ci'ozior has told me 
what othere say of you. Yoii have a splendid career before yon — 
follow it, and — for Heaven's sake don't come here I" 

But he merely shook his head. 

" No," he answered, " I canoot agree to that ; I tnnst come 
until you give in or go away. You don't know what torture it 
is to me, Syra, to think that you are here, a prisoner from morn- 
ing till night, a slave who has to smile upon the first comer and 
do his bidding. It ought not to have lasted so long as this, but 
I never knew — You hid it from me too well, I thought it was 
Tom Valliant." 

" No," she murmnred. 

"OrCroKier!" almost suspiciously. 

She ceased her occupation of arranging some small cofEee-cups 
and saucers upon a shelf behind the counter, stopped abruptly, 
and left the task half done. 

"Oh no," she said, slowly, reflecting gravely; "I admire him 
very much. Ha is a better man than he himself ia aware of, 
which is very rare. It was better, perhaps, that you should have 
thonght that I cared for him, because — because it has made you 
what you are. I think we are all the better for having met and 
come under the influence, however slight, of Sam Crozier." 

She finished with a shadowy, pathetic smile, as if half ashamed 
at the vehemence of her own words, and at the same moment 
there was a sound of mingled voices in the otiter bar, accompanied 
by approaching footsteps. 

"Here they come," she whispered. 

"I am sure," he said, hurriedly, lingering a moment, "that it 
will all come right in the end." 

But there was no assurance in his voice, no hope in his eyes. 

"Why should it?' she asked, bitterly. "There is no reason, 
why things should come right It is so much easier for them to 
go wrong." 

And he turned away from her, passing out of the little room, 
uck at heart, with her hopeless tones still ringing in his ears. 
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CHAPTER XVIIL 

FORTUNX BUILXB. 



A FEW mornings later Crozier was placidly diapoaing of a very 
fair breakfast with the help of a nowapaper propped up against 
tbe coffee-pot, when Tom Valliant appeared. The medical stu- 
dent placed his hat gravely upon the head of a bronze statuette 
which stood upon the mantle-piece, sod then sat down on a chair 
nhicb he brought to the table, 

" Good-morning, Samuel," he aaid. Then he raised the covers 
of one or two dishes with qaaiut anxiety. "The capboard is 
bare," he remarked, regretfully. 

"Yes; I have cleared things ofi a little; but of coarse yoa 
have had yonr breakfast." 

"That is so," answered Valliant, as he drew the coffee-pot 
towards bira ; " but nevertheless " — hi raiaed the lid aod sniffed 
the steam that rose — " I will drink your second cap for yon, just 
to demonatrate that our diplomatic relalionahip is perfectly 
friendly." 

" Will you have it in an ^g-onp or the slop-basin t" asked Cro- 
zier, gravely. 

" Slop-basin, please. Holds more," replied Valliant. He was 
searching busily in the broaat-pocket of his coat, and presently he 
produced a card. 

" Mrs. Abergeldie Qibb," ho read aloud, with much unction, 
"at home Tuesday, February the twenty -first, from eight to 
twelve. Dancing. B. S. V. P. Samuel Crozier, Esquire." 

He laid the card aside, made a little bow, accompanied by a 
courteous g:eBture of the hand, and added, in a congratulatory tone: 

" There you are, my hoy I What do you think of that t" 

Crozier took up the card and examined it critically, while his 
compsnion stirred his coSee with a table-spoon. 

"Are you going!" be asked. 

"That," answered Valliant, "is precisely what I don't know. 
There are many qaestions iw that one— wheels within wheels, as 
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it were; notes of interrogation inside notes of iatenogation, till 
the perspective is lost in a baze. Sugar, please. Flrat of all, are 
you going! Secondlj, is it worth tbe long journey) Thirdly, 
think of the diaaipation of the thing. Eight to twelve — tnelve 
o'clock! Midnight! Can ne stand it? Are our constitntionB 
equal to it! Toast, please." 

" Mine is. Have some butter V 

Crozier rose from bis seat, and consolted a small diary which 
lay upon the writing-table. As he turned the pages he happened 
to glance round, and found Valliant's eyes fixed upon him with a 
certain questioning eagerness. There was no trace of a smile 
upon his face now. 

" Yes," the singer continued, after a abort search, " I am free 
on Tuesday the twenty-first. I vote we go. What do you say V 

" Oh yes," answered Tom, carelessly, while he buttered a piece 
of toast. "Oh yes, we may as well go. 1 don't think I should 
have gone alone. I am not such an enthusiastic dancer as yon, 
but as you are free, let ns go by all means." 

Crozier closed the book and returned to his seat. He looked 
indifferent, and somewhat dense ; not at all the sort of person to 
be reflecting that Tom Valliant sometimes overacted his part — a 
little. 

" By-the-way," he said, with sadden energy, " I have some star- 
tling news — BO stalling that I could hardly eat any breakfast," 

Tom Yalliant ^^n looked under the covers with some anxi- 
ety and a weight of ugnificance. 

" Let us have it," he remarked, pleasantly. " I am strong ; tell 
me everything." 

The singer selected a blue envelope from among his letters, 
which lay, methodically folded and replaced within their covers, 
upon the breakfast-table. 

" I have had a singularly friendly letter," he said, sarcastically, 
" from a firm of solicitors whose name I have never heard of, to 
tell me that my mother's brother has been removed — no — I beg 
your pardon — has passed away. They call him my dear uncle, 
but I have always understood that he was rather a disagreeable 
old gentleman. However, I am of a different opinion now; this 
letter has opened my eyes to his true worth. He has not only 
left me a quantity of family plate, but certain moneys duly in- 
vested aa per schedule, yielding an annual income of — where is 
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it? — of two thousand one hundred and seven pounds ten abiUings 
and fonrpence." 

Yalliant whistled softlj. 

" What au uncle," he marmnred, sadly — " what an nncle for a 
fellow to have 1 Shake hands, Sam, shake hands I It shall never 
be aaid that Thomas ValliHnt forsook an old friend because he 
was in altered circumstances, never!" 

The singer shook hands gravely, and returned to the perusal 
of the bine letter. 

" One sugar-basin," he read aloud, " one cream-jag, twelve large 
forks, twelve small forks, six table-spoons, twelve teaspoons, and 
a soup-ladle." 

Yalliant nodded his bead at each item, as if to impress them 
upon his memory, and when his companion folded the letter with 
an air of extreme satisfaction, which was very cynical and some- 
what ungrateful, be looked grave. 

"Well, then," he said, "yon are lost The coming season will 
see you drawn into a vortex of well-dressed vice and fashionable 
wickedness — vide lady-novelists who write from the seclusion of 
Camberwell, where they study their subject over a p^nny society 
paper. Scheming mothers will quarrel over you, and in the pri- 
vacy of the ladies' cloak-room will say to their daughters, ' Now, 
if that man Samuel Crozier is here — the man with the fnzzy mus- 
tache and the baritone voice — fix him. I know for certain that 
he has, besides what he makes by singing, two thousand one hun- 
dred and seven pounds ten shillings and fonrpence ; twelve sugar- 
basins, six cream-jugs, and a eoup-ladlc' " 

" But how do you know," asked the singer, with a smile, " that 
scheming mothers have not known my brilliant prospects all 
along 1 How do you know that I have not been 'fixed,' as yon 
gracefully pot it, hundreds of times J" 

Tom looked across the table at him with momentary gravity. 

"Then it is not a surprise!" he asked. 

"Not quite," was the answer; "I always knew there was a 
chance of it" 

" What a fanny fellow yon are !" observed Yalliant, muungly, 
after a short panse, during which he had lighted his pipe. " And 
you never told me. I might have borrowed no end of money 
from yon. If it were not that I am myself rolling in the golden 
rewards of honest toil, I should feel inclined to do so now." 
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" It is very good of you to say so," replied Crozier, pleaBantly, 
as he tnmed over the proof pages of a new song which an eater- 
prisiug publisher proposed (upon a financial basis) that he should 
sing Id public, and allow the fact to be mentioned on the cover. 
After studying the score for some minutes he rose and tried the 
air over with the piano, singing in an undertone while Valliant 
smoked and watched him. 

" I soppose," said the latter, shortly, " that jou will give up 
this sort of thing r' 

Crozier swung round on the masic-stool. 

"What — singing) Not L Nothing will make me give that 
up." 

" Well, then," ni^ed Valliant, earnestly, " you will have to take 
a house, and marry one of those eager-looking musical eccentrici- 
ties who always wear spectacles and a pencil, go to oratorios and 
heavy concerts with a bondle of musical scores under their arms, 
and — if report be true — never fail to turn up when Samael Cro- 
zier is going to sing." 

The object of this graceful flattery ignored the pleasing suggestr 
ion. He had turned his back upon his companion, and was 
playing the air of bis new song softly. 

" No," he said, " I thought of buying a yacht — a yawl, I think. 
I might take the family plate to sea and throw it overboard in a 
gale of wind by wAy of lightening the vessel and removing the 
responsibility of that soup-ladle from my bachelor shoulders," 

"There is something in that," rejoined Valliant, gravely. 
" Honestly speaking, Sam, I don't like that family plate ; it is not 
natoral, and it will inevitably lead you into ill-considered matri- 
mony. In my vivid imagination I see yon already whispering 
into the ear of some fair and well-seasoned enslaver ; ' If tlie de- 
votion of a lifetime, in addition to one cream-jug, one sugar-basin, 
twelve large forks and twelve small dittoes, can do aught towards 
a woman's happiness, Araminta, they are yours — and there is also 
a sonp-ladlcl' The soup-ladle would probably settle the matter." 

" I think I would sooner eink tba plate in the yawl," said 
Crozier, with that pleasant smile of his, which somehow never 
waxed into a langh. 

Had Syra, or some other comparatively speaking (for most of 
us look inward instead of abroad) observant person been in the 
room then, or indeed at any other time when these two men 
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were together, it is possible that she would have felt a peculiar 
tenrion in the atmosphere. Old friends as they were, devoted 
friends and upright men, their position towsrds each other was 
not honest. They were not at their ease, and each showed it ud- 
coDScionsly in the w&y and manner that belonged to his character. 
Tom Valliant with n gaycty and lightness of heart which were 
the oatcome more of habit than of nature. At times it was nt- 
terty false, devoid of humor, and to an acute listener teiribly sad. 
Nature had in her bounty given him a light heart and a cheery 
courage— which is human sunshine; but one felt that this ever- 
lasting " badinage," this subtle fear of gravity, had some mean- 
ing, and the meaning could only be that Fate had chosen to spoil 
Nature's good work. The light heart was fighting beneath an 
overwhelming weight. 

And Crozier I The singer was never intended for a hamorist. 
He was formed of good aud solid material such as can be shaped 
into a brave man, intellectual enongh for most purposes, genial 
enongh to become a favorite and a true friend, and strong, self- 
reliant, purposeful, sufficiently to win the love of a good woman, 
and never let her regret her choice during all her life. His quiz- 
zical cynicism, which had no real bitterness in it, was the fruit of 
circumstances ; under it he hJd such softer qualities and virtues as 
are best concealed from a preying and covetous world. 

It was, therefore, somewhat pathetic to see him laboring under 
the disadvantage of his greater thongbtfulness) endeavor to keep 
pace with his friend's lighter vein. 

As a mle, they were excellent companions. They had many 
topics in common, many mutnal interests, and all could be dia- 
cassed openly and freely, with one exception. The mention of 
Ooldheatb brought about that strange tension which was felt by 
both, though each concealed the feeling as well as lay in his power. 
There are some things, I am convinced, which are better left un- 
explained. We talk of the ravelled web of human life which is 
one day to he disentangled, we whisper of mysteries which will 
be cleared up in the Hereafter ; but for my own part, I sincerely 
hope that everything will not be touched upon in that great clear- 
ing up of human mistakes, the final explanation of things that 
are dark and meaningless to us now. I hope that many sleeping 
dogs will be allowed to lie. There are a thousand unexplained 
things in every life which, altboagh thej may never be forgotten 
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and may influence the entire existence of several persons, are bet- 
ter left nntoucbed. Among these there is, of coarse, a large ma- 
jority which might very easily, and some people think, very profitr 
ably, be explained now — from lip to ear, or with pen and paper; 
but such frankness, snch honesty, and snch idiotic plain-spoken- 
ness woald only serve to make onr threescore years and ten a 
greater mnddle than they already are. 

Reticence is not usually classed among the standard virtues. 
It occapies a somewhat distressing position midway between them 
and the rabble of minor vices. With an adjective before it in 
prAise or blame, it can be made to serve as either, but the position 
ia ever a false one. It onght originally to have been elected bold- 
ly to the higher place, and much doubtfulness of mind would 
have been spared as, while a clearer line might have been drawn 
between connivance at a mistake and nnvarnished falsehood. 

Perhaps reticence has never had its due recognition, because in 
many instances it is a mere habit, with all a habit's power of grow- 
ing and increasing until it is nature. Samoel Orozier waa by 
nature a reticent man ; with Tom Valliant the quality was a habit 
acquired from association with one whom he admired and re- 
spected as he admired and respected no other human being upon 

They both felt this dull embarrassment, which was hardly visi- 
ble, but existed, neverlhek'ss, at the mere mention of Goldheath, 
The feeling was less intense, perhaps, with Crozier than with Val- 
liant, bccaose the sailor possessed a greater power of self-control, 
and there is no doubt that the exercise of this power over any 
particular emotion or sense is liable in time to deprive that sense 
of existence ; but his observation was keener, and Yalliant's least 
glance or movement was rarely lost. Thus they had gone on for 
years, without ever approaching nearer to an explanation, and now 
it was too late. The habit had grown too strong, the silence too 
sacred. But, despite what may be said about frankness and plain- 
speaking, I m^ntain that they were better thus. It was one of 
those instances where the explanation had better never be given, 
for is not a friendship with but one flaw in it superior to one that 
is broken up! Had either of them spoken with a view of dis- 
pelling the cloud that rose at times, things never would have been 
the same again. 

Of most things they talked freely enough, and Valliant waa 
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frequently confidential respecting bis own aSairs ; but Goldbeath 
and the doings there never came under discvission. When tbey 
left its broad, hospitable door the subject was by tacit understand- 
ing shelved. Men have this way of doing things more frequently 
than women. Some there are who go through life without ever 
discussing an nnsettled point even with father, brother, or dearest 
friend, and the qnestion is never answered with earthly lipe, never 
seen with earthly understanding. Crozier never thanked Valliant 
effusively for procuring bim directly or indirectly an invitation to 
Ootdheath at a time when acceptance was permitted by Ilia en- 
gagements, and Tom expected no such tbanka. 

It would have been natural when travelling together from or to 
Goldbeath to speak of past or anticipated pleasures there, but no 
anch words fell from either of tbem. There were plenty of ether 
subjects possessing mutual interest, and on these they conversed 
with that peculiar tension of which I have spoken until their 
minds were fully occupied by other thoughts, and Goldbeath was 
laid aside or forgotten. 

As Yalliant rose to go when Mrs. Sanders had with miraculous 
rapidity cleared away the breakfast things, a few words were 
spoken with reference to Mra. Gibb's invitation, which they ar- 
I'anged to accept separately, while Tom wrote to Mrs. ValUant, 
intimating that they would take advantage of her hospitalit)' ex- 
pressed in a letter received by him. 

" Of course we will go to Goldbeath to dine and sleep t" said 
Valliant, interrogatively, as he drew on his gloves carefully. 

Crozier was standing before the fire smoking a wooden pipe, 
while his hands were thrust into his pockets. 

" Yes," he said, briefly. " Is it necessary for me to write, or 
will you accept for both!" 

" I will write — that will be enough." 

Valliant moved slowly across the room towards the door. 
Crozier continued smoking and staring into the fire. 

" G' morning, Sam," said the medical student. 

Crozier turned and looked over his shoulder, bnt Valliant was 
already out of the room, and the door was slowly swinging to on 
its ancient and noiseless hinges. 

"Good-morning," he called out. 

Then he walked to the window and stood looking ont. Val- 
liant -crosaed Lime Court without glancing buck, and passed 
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throDgh the narrow door-way leading westward towards the 
Strand. 

" I tboQght," muttered the singer, nithoat taking the pipe 
from his lips, " in fact I knew that there was something from — 
Goldheath as soon as he came in !" 



CHAPTER XIX. 



Stba had in no way exa^erated matters when she told Crozier, 
in her abrapt, neat manner, that the world was pleased to con- 
sider that his influence over Tom Valliant was not exactly bene- 
ficial. Bat she had pnt rather a different emphasis upon the 
words, and so altered the meaning into a decided expression of 
condemnation. 

It was not considered in Syra's world a very disgraceful pro- 
ceeding to go to the bad. So many had done it, and having 
reached that mystic bourne, appeared sufficiently well-to-do and 
quite happy, that there was almost a sense of merit in it. Vice 
most certainly has a subtle fascination for women and very young 
men. All St. Antony's students admired, in a way, the out-at- 
elbows scamps who frequented Myra's whenever they possessed 
the price of a beverage ; and therefore, when it had been said 
that Tom Valliant was going to the " dogs," and that Sam Crozier 
was in no way attempting to stop his career, there was no virtuous 
ring of horror in the remark. 

"Sam — dear old Sam," was difierent from other men. He 
could do things which other men conid not do — associate with 
questionable characters withont any one thinking the worse of 
him — frequent questionable places without being noticed there. 
Ontward influence never moved him. But Valliant was different. 
Unconsciously prominent, he did not possess the happy faculty 
of passing anywhere unnoticed. His escapades were talked of, 
his name freely passed from lip to lip, while no one took the 
trouble to inquire whether Crozier had been there or not. 

When Tom Valliant first came to SL Antony's it was dis- 
tinctly and openly onder the wing of Samuel Crozier, who was 
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knoirn to taany of tbc atudeots, notably to Wilson Leonard and 
other older mea, who wure studying a special satiject without at- 
tending eveiy lecture. Crozier and Valliant bad been seen to- 
gether at all times and in all places, with tbe usual result of asso- 
ciating their names together in men's minds. Where Crozler 
was, Yalliant might bo oipected to come, and vice veraA. But 
this bad not lasted long before tbe singer deliberately adopted 
another course. He saw that Valliant'a daily existence was in 
many details a very different life from that of a professional 
einger. The hours of sleeping and waking were for the student 
difierent from his own. While his own days were leisurely if 
not exactly idle, Tom's were busy, and the night was required for 
rest. However be looked at it, from whatever side he asked tbe 
question in bis own mind, Crozier recognized the fact that too 
close a friendahip with himself was not conducive to the ultimate 
benefit of the yonng fellow tacitly considered to be nnder his 
protection. 

He therefore drew back imperceptibly, accepted engagements 
to sing in provincial towns, and eschewed the society of St. 
Antony's men. In a word, be withdrew bis influence, from a 
modest assumption that it was likely to do more barm than good. 
But the old association of the two names held good, and casual 
observers saw no difference. 

About this time a great change came over Tom Valliant, who 
was now in his second term. He suddenly became a leader in- 
stead of being led ; and moreover, he who had been rather quiet 
and thoughtful was the first among tbe noisier and gayer of 
St. Antony's students. 

Crozier noticed this, and concloded that it was the nataral re- 
sult of association with men of lighter stamp and a more con- 
genial age than himself. But among these new companions there 
were some whom the singer did not like— such men .as Walter 
Varden — and when it was too late he endeavored to regain his 
influence over Valliant However, as previously stat«d, Valliant 
had in the mean time changed, and the attempt failed signally. 

Thus Samuel Crozier found himself in the painful position of 
being morally responsible in tbe eyes of the world for the mis- 
doings of a man over whom he could not attempt to exercise in- 
fluence without incurring the risk of losing his friendship. How- 
erer, the singer did not attach much importance to the world's 
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opinioD, and being himself content tUftt Valliant was not going to 
the bad, and never would, lie merely watched matters from a dis- 
tance, without interfering or thrusting himself forward in any 
way, when be bad once discovered that his loflaeDce was power- 
less. 

He aaw and knew the better side of his friend's life, while to 
Syra the worst only was presented, and it was therefore only nat- 
ural that she should treat the matter more seriously and upbraid 
the patient singer for his apparent indiSe.-ence, which she did 
freely and sincerely whenever she bad the opportunity. Indeed, 
this was the only subject which was discussed by them with 
gravity. 

Syra's exhortations did not, however, lead him to deviate from 
the course be had laid out for himself, much as he respected her 
judgment and appreciated her sincerity. 

These two may at times have failed to understand each other, 
but there was on the other hand a singular lack of ntifunderstand- 
ing. Both recognized the presence in the other of some few 
thoughts and a stray motive or two which were bidden from all ; 
and these both in tarn respected. Neither attempted to fathom 
the other; there was too much mutual respect for that, absurd as 
it may seem to you, madam, to apply such a word to a bar-maid. 
Thus Crozier never quite understood Syra's interest in Tom Val- 
liant ; that it was sincere he never doubted, and that it was with- 
out after-thought he was convinced. Beyond that he knew 
Dotbing. 

The girl's words were not entirely lost upon him when she 
told him that his own name was coupled with Yalliant's in a 
uaoner likely to come to the ears of his family, with the nsnal 
kindly additions of such imaginations as it might tonch in pass- 
iug from mouth to month. He had told Elma that his influence 
over Tom was for no good, but she had chosen to disbelieve him. 
If, now, the same opinion came to her from another quarter she 
might be shaken in her disbelief, and this scepticism bad been 
very pleasant to the singer. 

One evening, a few days after Syra had spoken, Crozier con- 
ceived the idea that be bad neglected Tom Valliant of late. That 
strange mutual embarrassment which arose whenever the topic 
uppermost in both their minds was broached, bad not of late de- 
creased, and this perhaps led to a slight mutual avoidance. In 
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fact, the friends were drifting away from each other, as men do 
when a woman's shadow comes between. There was nothing 
definite, nothing tangible beyond that vagne embarrassment, and 
instead of lessening their mutual affection it added to it. It was 
not igdifference that caused them to drift apart, but increased af- 
fection and the shadowy forecast of an unavoidable sorrow. 

With these indefinite thoughts struggling for mastery in s' 
mind which would not allow itself to think, Samuel Crozier pushed 
liis way through the crowd that snrronnded the stage-door of a 
great concert-hall, and bent his steps towards Myra's. The even- 
ing had been a brilliant one, and his clear steady voice had as 
usual proved true to his desire, and quite indefatigable. This was 
no mean point in his singing, that his mellow voice was utterly 
reliable. He never seemed to t^ke a note that caused him the 
least exertion, and he never made a mistake. The rich harmony 
vibrated from bis lips over the heads of the andience with a won- 
derful fluency and ease, while to him it was a pleasure in which 
DO tricks of art could be detected. 

As a rule, he went straight home when his work was done, or 
at the most called in at a club. Of late he rarely went to Myra's, 
where his absence was scarcely commented upon. Successful men 
were in the habit of dropping their acquaintance with the little 
meeting-place, which was, as Tom Yalliaut once remarked, essen- 
tially a depot for "returned-empties;" and it was only natural 
that Sam Crozier should follow the universal custom. 

To-night he was going to Myra's, and he knew that Syra's words 
were drawing him thither. Tom would be there, and into Tom's 
life he was determined to force himself again. 

A few yards from the door he met Walter Varden, who was 
hurrying in the opposite direction. 

The medical student stopped short when he saw the unger, and 
recognized him in the yellow light of an open shop-window. 

" Holloa, Crozier !" he said rather breathlessly. " Going to 
Myra's! They want you there. Hell of a row going on I A 
couple of German fellows have found their way into the inner 
bar somehow. The men did not like it, of course, and when 
they began making up to Syra things began to look black. Then 
one of them said something to the other about her in Grerman, 
and ValUant flared up. He understood it, it appears, but nobody 
else did. I think there is going to be a scrimmage." 
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Crozier moved sway a step or two. 

" So," he said, id a withering undertone, " yoQ have diBCOvered 
a convenient engagement elsewhere !" 

He walked lapidiy on, and only partially heard VardoD, who 
was left explaining to the lamp-post that he "er — er had to meet 
a fella." 

Ab the singer passed through the outer bar, Myra looked into 
bis face with a ludicrous mixture of anxiety and bewilderment 
written upon ber round features. 

" Oh, Mr. Crozier," she exclaimed, asthmaticalty, " I don't know 
what they're doing inside at all. I'm afraid they're quarrel- 
ling !" 

ThroDgfa the folds of the cnrtain came, however, only the sound 
of one voice — the light tones of Tom Valliant, with an uncom- 
fortably strained ring in its lower pitch. 

"Y\l coQDt BJK," he was saying, "and at the word six oat yoo 
go ! One — two — " 

And Crozier drew hack the curtain. He took in the whole 
situation at a glance. The two Germans were standing with 
their backs towards him at the top of the two steps, while Tom 
Valliant stood before them pointing towards the cartain. His 
face was not only coloilesa — it was livid, and there was in his 
dark eyes a steady, cruel glitter. 

" Three — " be uttered, harshly, as Crozier passed into the inuer 
room, allowing the curtains to fall together behind him. 

Both the foreigners were bigger men than Valliant, and un- 
doubtedly more powerful. They were hesitating painfully before 
that bloodless face. It was braver to be a coward then ; and to 
their credit it must be recorded that tbey did not fear the man so 
much as the possible consequences to himself of this wild rage. 
That was the cause of their hesitation whether to go or not. 
Crozier had no time to judge, no moment in which to consider 
whether the foreigners were to blame for an ungentlemanly act 
which warranted Vatliant's indignation, or whether they had 
merely trespassed against the customs of a strange country 
through ignorance or heedlessness, just as we Englishmen tres- 
pass against the customs of every land wherein we travel. 

Without a moment's hesitation he placed himself between Val- 
liant and the intruders, an action which no other man would have 



.coy Google 



138 THE PHANTOM FUTURE. 

"Out of tUis!" ho said, in a dull, liaiii tone. ''Out of this at 

Valliant was grasping the counter with ooe Blim hand, the oth- 
er wa9 pressed to hia aide as if to quell a sadden pain. He 
stepped forward, and stood aide by side with his friend, but said 
no word — made no attempt to interfere. Crozier had taken up 
the quarrel where be had been forced to drop it, without inqniry, 
without a shred of justice perhaps; but he was content that it 
was Tom Valliaut's quarrel, and took upon himself the responsi- 
bility of carrying it through in his masterly, self -restraining 
fashion. 

There was a half-emptied tankard of beer upon the counter, and 
with his soft fat band the German pointed to it. 

" But," he argued, " I have not paid for my drink !" 

" I will pay for your drink," replied Crozier, with a short, dis- 
agreeable laugh. " Out you go !" 

The foreigners both smiled in a sickly way, and he whose 
quarrel it was shrugged bis shoulders aud stretched oat bis hands 
towards the tankard, hut Crozier was before him. He did not 
hurl the metal cup to the ground, or spill a single drop of its con- 
tents, but he drew it calmly away. 

The German looked quickly round the room. There were 
half a dozen men present who stood idly watching, and into the 
Teutonic mind there entered no gleam of intelligence to explam 
their idleness; he had no conception of the meaning of the word 
" fair-play," and never imagined that a difference in numbers 
would be respected. In bis calmer moments this difference had 
restrained him, but now he lost sight of it. 

" My beer," he said, doggedly, holding out his hand. " Give 
me my beer !" 

And there followed a few muttered words in guttural German. 

" Be careful !" said Crozier, with singular softness. " I under- 
stand German." 

The foreigner looked into the stalwart singer's face, and some- 
thing there drove the color from hia cheeks, while his baud 
dropped to his side. 

" My friend counted as far as three," continued the Englishman. 
" I will go on where he left off. Four — " 

There was no ring of passion in his voice, hut its gentleness 
was even less pleasant to listen to. 
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Then the foreignsTs shuffled restlessly with their feet, and the 
younger man, who had not hitherto spoken, muttered a. few pacific 
words and touched his friend's sleeve. Before Crozicr could say 
"five" they were gone, and the heavy curtains hung motion- 
less. 

There was for some seconds an awkward stillness in the little 
room, which was ultimately broken by a squarely built middle- 
aged man, who came forward with his hands in his pockets, and 
looked critically at the steps leading down into the outer bar. 
This man was a poet, more or less successful, very lazy, and a 
noted big-game hunter. 

" That would have been an awkward fall, Sam," he said, criti- 
cally, " for GermanicQS to go down backward, I saw jou meas- 
uring the distance with your eye." 

Orozier laughed in a constrained manner. 

"Yea," he said, "beastly place to land on the back of one's 

"I expect," said some one in the background, "that Sam's 
ocular measurement settled the matter, Deutsoher saw the evil 
glance, and thought of his mother." 

In Syra's sanctum men laughed easily, and under cover of the 
merriment that followed this graceful sally, the singer met the 
girl's eyes fixed persistently on his face. Although breathing 
somewhat hurriedly, as could be seen by the rise and fall of her 
close black dress, she was apparently attending to her duties with 
a customary calmness. Bat when she caught Crozier's glance a 
momentary gleam of life passed across her face. Her eyes and 
lids said to him quite plainly, 

" Take him away !" 

With an almost imperceptible nod he reassured her, but care- 
fully avoided looking towards Tom Valliant, who was sipping his 
weak whiskey-and- water with a faint and slightly embarrassed 
smile. 

" Syra," he said aloud, in his usual semi-bantering tone, " have 
yon any of that tepid and opaque coffee for which jou are justly 
celebrated at this time of night f because I should like some." 

She tossed her head with mechanical sauciness and an appro- 
priate smile, as she drew the desired beven^^e, clear and brown 
and hot, from the urn. 

" Some people," she said, as she handed him the cup, and 
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pnshed Bugar-basin and cream-jug towards him noiselessly, neatly, 
rapidly, " are never satisfied." 

" No," chimed in a grave journalist, who, being an Irish Roman 
Catholic, wrote for a Methodist weetly organ. "No; I expect 
when Sam is placed among the baritones in the heavenly choir, 
be will complain that his halo is a misfit." 

"And," su^ested a star of the comic opera, miscbievonsly, 
with his nose in a long glass which coataiaed nothing more poi- 
sonous than lemon-squash — " and will refuse the engagement" 

This was a decided hit for Crozier, and was accordingly well 
received. The laugh was very much against the singer, and he 
smiled with quiet appreciation of the sitaation. 

And so the conversation went on. Not very brilliant, yon will 
say ; not worthy of the unquestionable genius possessed by some 
of the speakers; not such as a man like Samuel Crozier — who 
possessed the elements of good somewhere hidden in his being — 
should take part in. Perhaps even, you opine, that it is not 
worth my while to write, and yours to read. 

But what is the picture you have in yoar mind's eye — if you 
are troubling to think of these printed lines at all ? A little bar- 
room, flaring gas, and dissolute faces seen through a noxions haze 
of tobacco smoke. One beautiful face (if you will please allow 
it) painted and rendered horrible by the touch of art ; idle, arti- 
ficial conversation falling from the lips of men endowed with tal- 
ents and even genius above the common ruck ; talk that is totally 
unworthy of them ; doubtful jokes upon matters too high and too 
holy for the touch of ridicule ; coarse personalities ; vulgar allo- 
sions to sacred thoughts and things. Yes, such is the picture ; 
such the surface of the canvas 1 But there may be a perspective 
worthy of further note. There may be good work in an evil 
thing. 

What if these men were talking nonsense with an object! 
What if the dissolute minds were aiding each other in an act of 
human kindness ! Think you that because Syra's eyelids were 
gently touched with black pencil, the eyes beneath were blind to 
the sufferings of her fellow-creatures — blind to all save her own 
immediate gain? If you think that — if you think it of any hu- 
man eyes — I can teach you nothing, though my years may treble 
yours. But some there are who will see a motive in Syra's im- 
pertinent words when she handed Crozier his oofEee. Some will 
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detect a qnick grasp and furtherance of thnt object in the Roman 
Catholic joarnalist'a profane pleasantry — for be was almost a 
bigot; and a further clever aid in the burlesque actor's hit at . 
Crozier, for Ae labored nnder an exaggerated sense of gratitude 
towards the singer, who had helped him upward by a timely rec- 
ommendation. 

Nor waa the object difficult to reach. Near the counter Tom 
Talliant stood white and dazed. At times he sipped his whiskcy- 
and-water in a peculiar, slow way; waiting after each mouthful, 
as if it were a question whether he could swallow it or not. He 
was breathing hard, and his left hand was still pressed to his side. 

And so they laughed and talked nonsense, heeding him not 
until be was partially recovered, when Crozier announced his in- 
tention of moving homeward, as he was tired oat. 

" Coming, Tom !" he inqnjred, caenally. " Come and have a 
pipe in my rooms." 

And he waited, so that Valliant could not but accept. As they 
passed through the cnrtained door-way together, Crozier took his 
companion's arm in a friendly, aSectionate way, which they all 
knew was quite anlike his reserved habit. 



CHAPTER XX. 

DIPLOUAOr. 

Nbither spoke fer some time — not, indeed, until they had left 
the noisy region of the Strand. Then Tom broke the silence. 
He had evidently noticed his companion's sudden display of affec- 
tion, which bad taken the form of linked arms. 

" I hope, old fellow," be said, lightly, " that yon are not under 
the impression that I ara screwed." 

If Crozier laughed there was no sound in bis laughter ; but the 
tone of bis voice when he replied was such as would have led one 
to the belief that he was smiling — no doubt at the absnrdity of 
bis friend's notion. 

"No; I should say you were as sober as a judge. There is no 
visible tendency to poor steering." _ 

No other words passed between them before they reached 
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Lltiie Court. Crozier opened the door nitb bis latch-lcey. Vfll- 
liant went in first, and having climbed the stairs slonly, passed 
into the sitting-room before his friend, turning up the gas and 
throwing his hat onto the piano, while the singer followed tuid 
closed the door — just as they had done hundreds of times before. 

" Whiskey — water — biscuitft— baccy," said the host, with mon- ■ 
osyllabic hospitality, as he placed the articles mentioned upon the 
table. 

There were half a dozen unopened letters npon the writing- 
table near the window, end these Crozier toot up and bronght 
forward beneath the gas. Then he proceeded to open them nitb- 
oat anticipation or curiosity, as one learns to open business letters. 

Presently Tom, who had been thongbtfully munching biscuit 
after biscuit, looked np with bis snony smile. 

"That German deserved chucking ont," he sdd, tentatively. 

Crozier was reading a letter, with a slight contraction of the 
eyelids amounting almost to a frown, and be looked down over 
the paper without relaxing his features. 

" TJm — eh ? Oh yea — be deserved chocking out." 

"Because," continued Tom, withont appearing to notice his 
friend's absence of mind — " because he was sober. Had he been 
half-seas over I would have forgiven bim." 

Crozier agreed vaguely in an on intelligible monosyllable, and 
turned towards the writing-table, where he opened his small diary 
of engagements. Clearly be did not wish to discuss the incident 
of Syra's sanctum ; the sobject had no interest for him, and he was 
nervously desirous that Tom should forget about it as soon as 
possible. 

He came forward again into the middle of the room, with the 
letter still in his hand. 

" Here is a piece of bad-luck," he said, with singularly little 
sign of regret or disappointment in his voice. " An afternoon 
concert on the day of Mrs. Gihb'a dance." 

Valliant looked up sharply. Then he shru^fed his shoulders 
and took a bit of biscuit. 

"Oh, hang the afternoon concert 1" 

" I cannot bang it, my boy," said Crozier, with a smile. " I must 
go and raise my angel voice — by special request of Royalty !" 

" By special request — " exclaimed Tom, neatly catching the let- 
ter which bis companion threw towards bim. "Oh, lor — Roy&l- 
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ty ! I thini I should like to go home at once. You ate getting 
too great a swell altogether for me, Sam." 

Crozier stood with bis hands in his pockets, thinking deeply, 
while his companion read the letter. 

" Yes," said Tom, after a moment's silence, " yoar little hash is 
settled — to use a vulgar but expressive simile. Yon will have to 
sing or flee the country." 

Then the result of Crozier's meditations came forth. 

" I will tell yon what I will do," he said, practically. " I will 
sing mysong, and then bolt for Waterloo in time for that train 
we went down by once — the five something — which gets down 
in time for dinner at seven. I will be dressed, so that I shall bo 
ready for anything. You will go down earlierf' 

Tom moved in the deep arm-chair and crossed bis legs. Ha 
had quite recovered his usual faint pink color now, and was sroil' 
ing meditatively. 

"Yes," he said, "that will do. If — Hen entendu — you think 
it worth your while." 

Crozier yawned. 

" Oh yes " — politely — " of courae it !s worth my while. I sup- 
pose we need not come up by a very early train the neit morn- 
ing. Will you go down on the day of the dance, or sooner still? 
I shonld, if I were you. It is ridiculous troubling about St. 
Antony's; you will never be a doctor." 

Tom lauizbed in his silent, infections way. 

" Not if I am aware of the fact," he confessed, in a low tone. 

" Then why attend those beastly lectures ? Why learn a lot of 
things which are not only useless but nnpleasant, and can do you 
nothing but harm ! Surely there is nothing to be gained by in- 
vestigating human misery, and it ought not to be an amusement 
for any man." 

ValJiant laughed in his most flippant and aggravating way, 
but made no reply. 

" It would be much better for yon to get out of all this," con- 
tinued Crozier, unabashed and quite undaunted by his companion's 
merriment "What is the good of your frittering away your 
time between SL Antony's and Myra'a, doing absolutely no good ) 
You onght to be down in the country living a quiet, healthy life, 
and drawing from morning till night, out-of-doors if possible." 

Yalliant was still smiling, but there was a little unsteadiness in 
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his loiver lip — bo trifling tbat his companion did not notice it. 
He remaned silent 

" It is not onlj' from tbat point of view that the fact is evident 
that you should get ont of this. Mjra's is not what it nsed to 
be, Tom. The ragamnffin element is on the increase, and the 
medical on the wane. The best men from 8t Antony's don't go 
there now. It does a fellow's reputation no good to be known 
as an kabilueJ" 

" Does tbat matter V — unsteadily, with a touch of bitterness. 

" Yes," answered the singer, very gravely. " It does. It mat- 
ters very mach." 

His pipe was in his mouth, bnt the tobacco was not lighted. 
From his pocket he drew a small silver match-box, and shook it 
tentatively, only to find it empty. Then he went to the mantle- 
piece, where a larger box stood always fnli. Slowly he proceeded 
to fill the smaller one with great deliberation, dropping each match 
in separately. As he did this he spoke in an even, speculative 
voice. 

" I have always thought tbat a man's reputation is a thing 
which he should keep clean and bright for the edification of his 
women-folk. It matters to yon, Tom, what people say and think, 
because — " He broke off in order to light his pipe, and appar- 
ently forgot to complete the sentence. " For me it is different," 
he added, as he threw the match away. 

" I suppose," murmared Tom, by way of filling up an awkward 
silence, " that it will he all the same a hundred years hence." 

" No," corrected Crozier at once, " that is precisely what it will 
not be. It will be quite different. There again is a distinction 
between ns. I have a certain power note over people ; 1 can 
make them pay seven-and-six pence for a stall in St. James's Hall, 
or the Albert Hall ; I can even make them shed a furtive tear 
when they are in the stall ; but in a hundred years there will be 
abaointely nothing left — no shred of memory. An old song here 
and there, brown and musty, will record that it was sung by 
Crozier; and some one idly turning the forgotten music will per- 
haps wonder for a moment who Crozier was and how he sang. 
But with you it is quite another matter. If yon choose, yon can 
be a living, speaking individuality to generations not yet bom. 
Your drawings can teach them to understand the poetry of an 
age which has faded from living memory." 
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" Bat," Ea^;eBte<l Tom, half serioDsl}', " I don't care a baog for 
generations yet unborn. I am afraid that I am not thinking of 

Crozier looked down at him quietly. He was standing in hie 
favorite position on the hearth-rag, with his shoulder against the 
comer of the mantle-piece and his hands in his pockets. 

" No more am I," he said, gently ; " no more am I, Tom I I 
am thinking of yon." 

Yalliant looked up qnicklj and almost furtively. It was the 
glance of a man who, possessing a secret, fears that it has long 
been discovered ; but Crozier's amile reassured him. 

" Yea," he awd, wearily, " I know yon are, old man. There 
mnst be many more profitable subjects to think abont." 

Ue rose and took hie hat, turning towards his friend with a 
sunny smile. 

"Come," he said, lightly, "we are getting serioas, which will 
never do. It suits neither of us. I cannot do it at all, and when 
you by you only become dull and uninteresting, I am desper- 
ately sleepy, aud so will make a graceful exit." 

Crozier did not move, so Talllant crossed the room towards 
him, holding out his hand. 

" Qood-night, Sam." 

" Good-night !" 

Crozier allowed him to go as far as the door before be spoke. 
Then he raised his voice a little, and the words fell very clearly 
from bis lips. 

"If you should go down earlier to Goldheath," he sn^jested, 
" I can bring any flowers, or things you may require." 

"Flowers) Oh yes I Yes, you might do that, Sam — if it is 
not giving you too mncb trouble. I had forgotten abont flowers, 
though of course they have them down there, but not the proper 
sort." 

" Stephanotls, I suppose," mnrmured Crozier, between pufEs of 
smoke, "and perhaps some white lilac." 

Tom was standing just outside the door beneath a gas-jet. He 
was very pale, and there were dark rims round his weary eyes. 
He pushed bis hat onto the hack of his head and stretched him- 
self in an unnatural way, passing his hand across his brow. 

"Are those her — the proper thing for such an occasion f he 
inqnired, with a faint suggestion of bomorous aarcaam. 
10 
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" I should think so," answered the singer, with untruthful 
doubt 

"Right I should be much obliged if you would bring them 
down ; but don't trouble too much about it." 

"Oh, no trouble," said Crozier, indifferently. 

With a little nod Tom continued bis vay down-stairs, and 
presently banged tbe front door behind bim. 

The singer still leaned against the mantle-piece and smoked 
placidly. He was particularly wide awake, and evidently bad no 
iuteution of going to bed for some time. So far was this inten- 
tion from bis thoughts that bo presently brought writing materials, 
aud laid then) upon the table in the centre of tbe room, sitting 
down before them with leisurely energy. All tbe while be hummed 
a tune beneath his breath. There were many letters before him, 
and these he proceeded to investigate for a second time with me- 
tbodica] precision, his small diary open before him. The royal 
concert was duly noted, and the letter laid aside for reply the next 
morning. Many other letters were treated in a similar manner — 
most of them being barefaced impositions, practised under tbe 
cloak of charity, upon his good-nature. 

At last be came to a note written in a spidery hand upon black- 
edged paper. There was something singularly suggestive of the 
I odging-bo use-keeper about this communication. The post-mark 
on the envelope was Bristol. Crozier read it through slowly, and 
placed it in bis breast-pocket 

" So Holdsworth is free," he said to himself, " and I am richer 
by seventy pounds a year. She has got away from him at last ; 
but I shall not tell him until I go down to Ooldheath." 

Then he turned to a batch of advertisements, mostly from ship- 
chandlers, ri^^rs, and provision merchants in and about Cowes. 
These disposed of, be drew the writing-case towards him, and for 
the first time in his life wrote the words, " Dear Elma,'' at the 
head of a sheet of note-paper. The ink slowly dried on his pen 
while he contemplated them, but be was lost in no sentimental 
dreams. He was merely wondering whether be should be weakly 
scrupnions, which would be dangerous, or boldly diplomatic. He 
reflected that Elms was always the first down in the morning, and 
tbe letters were placed upon the plates of those persons to whom 
they were addressed. It was marvellous bow well versed he was 
in the movements and habits of the Yaliiant household. It was 
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therefore a verj easy matter to get a letter ioto Blma's hands 
without the knowledge of her parents. Bold diplomacy was there- 
fore hia wisest method. If the letter got into other hands no act- 
ual harm woald follow, but he preferred that Elma should alone be 
aware of its conteDts, and the rest must be left to her womanly wit 

"Can you," be wrote, "without allowing yoar name or mine 
to appear, arrange that Tom be invited to go aud stay at Qold- 
heath for a few days, until the Vicarage dance ! Let the letter be 
from your mother, and the sooner he receives it the better. If 
possible, let this note be destroyed, and forgotten at once. I have 
good reasons for writing it, but must ask you to trust me until 
to-day week, when I hope to go to Goldheath," 

He ceased writing, dried the letter carefnlly with a sheet of 
blotting-paper, and sat, peu in hand, thinking. 

"If," he reflected, "this gets ioto the old lady's hands the 
whole affair will be muddled, and I shall be foi'ced to tell her 
more than I want to, or let her think more than she ought to. 
But I must risk that — I must also risk whatever Elina may think 
of me. She is the only person who can help me with Tom now. 
The fact that I am doing it for Tom's good may occur to her, 
and that will be all she wants, I think." 

He added the words, " Yours very truly," and signed his full 
name formally. 

Then he took another sheet of paper and wrote qnickly: 

"Dbar IjEONARn, — See Tom Valliant to-morrow if you can 
without awakening his suspicions. Don't let him know that you 
have heard from me. He got into a row to-night at Myra's, and 
I wonld have given thirty pounds to have had you there. Of 
course I am utterly ignorant from a medical point of view; hut 
it seems to me that he had a close shave of something or other. 
He does not know that I noticed anything. I brought him here 
for a smoke, and he has just gone to Graven Street apparently per- 
fectly well, but I am rather uneasy about him. Am trying to 
arrange lub rosa that he gets away into the country. 

"Youra, Sau Cbozibr." 

The singer folded the letter, and addressed it to Dr. Leonard, at 
8t Antony's, and before going to bed he went down-stairs and 
dropped both communications into the old pillar-bos let into the 
wall of No. 11 Lime CoarL 
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CHAPTER XXL 



Elua was exceptioDidly puDctual the next moming, but the 
squire wag before her. 

When she entered the little library she found her father stand- 
ing at the window contemplating the Walled Garden, where the 
white-frost lay in parts. After placing her morning ealutation 
airily upon his white mustache, aha turned to the breakfast-table 
with an eye upon the coffee-pot Then she perceived that there 
were three letters upon her plate. 

"Ah," she said, in a pleased voice, "letters. Letters for mel" 

The squire glanced over his shoalder with an affectionate smile 
upon his ruddy face, but Elraa's back was turned towards bim, 
and so she lost it. Her averted face was qnite grave, and she 
was holding one letter in her hand, reading the address in a curi- 
ous, still way ; the others lay unheeded on the table. Presently 
she slipped the letter into her pocket and opened the other two 
energetically with the prong of a fork. While she read them the 
squire stood by the window whistling softly to himself the air of 
an old hunting song, of which the memory had been awakened 
by the sunny morning, still air, and harmless white-frost, which 
would presently melt away, leaving the ground quite soft. 

After a little while she placed the dishes within the fender. 

" Mother is very late this morning," she observed, sugges- 
tively. 

"Yes," answered the old gentleman, replying to the unasked 
question in her voice, "she was not nearly ready when I came 
down." 

Elma came and stood beside her father in the full light of the 
window — a cheery, bright little maiden, straight as an arrow, ab- 
surdly young in figure and expression. 

"Will you drive with me to the meet to-day or ride!" she 
asked, divining in which direction lay her father's thoughts. 
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" I must ride to-day," was tte reply, tittered merrily, with paims 

slowly nibbed together; "I must ride to-day, little womaD." 

" But DO breaking away," ehe said, naraingiy, with a smile 
upon her parted lips; "no profanity, and following the hounds 
when you promised not to." 

The squire laughed and chnckled with great enjoyment It 
was a known fact in the country-side that if the hounds found 
while the squire was on horseback within sound, he would begin 
by swearing in a round old-fashioned way at the infirmities of 
age, and finish by following almost as straight as in his younger 

Elma knew that she never had him safely nnl^s he was in the 
carriage heside her, and she was fully aware that the old sports- 
man lored to be reminded of bis weakness. 

She laughed a little in concert, and then turning slowly, she 
left the room without saying another word. Crossing the hall, 
she entered the dining-room with one baud in the pocket of her 
dress. 

There was no one there. The pale wintry sun shone through 
the tall window and divided the old carpet into aquarea. The fire 
had not long been lighted, so the wood crackled still, and there 
was a pleasant odor of bnrning reein in the air. 

There bad been a slight frost, and the atmosphere of this targe 
room was decidedly chilly, but Eima did not seem to notice it. 
She went to the window, and standing there drew the letter from 
her pocket. There was nothing surreptitioas in her manner, no 
desire of concealment, but she had already obeyed one of Sam 
Grozier's reqaests without having seen inside the envelope. 

She read the laconic note carefully, and finding that the con- 
tents coincided with her own (alas !) natural instinct, abe con- 
cealed the paper in the bosom of her dress in order to insure 
greater safety. This she did somewhat hurriedly because her 
mother was on the staira ; and, with quick — what ehall we say ? — 
fiut, remained motionless while Mrs. Valliant passed the open door. 
Agdn I must repeat that there was no snrreptitiousneas in her 
thoughts or movements. A little concealment, a little dissimula- 
tion, and a little falsehood are necessary if human beings wish to 
live together in anything like harmony. This is to be lamented, 
of course, bat we cannot help it. 

Elma Valliant was inconsisteot in her blind obedience and hold 
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disregard, showD in the same moiQent. WitboDt comment she 
recognized that the fact of her having received a letter from the 
singer was to be suppressed, merely of course because he said so, 
because it would assist him in some scheme of which she knew 
absolutely nothing! Ah, that instinct of concealment, how beau- 
tifslly naive it is ! But she chose to disregard his practical sug- 
gestion, that their object would be insured and aided by the de- 
struction of the letter without delay. Of course it would. There 
could be no two opinions upon the matter; and how lite a roan 
to su^^st such an obvious necessity to a woman ! Again, how 
like a woman to ignore the suggestion, and run a greater lisk for 
no visible satisfaction! Blma smiled as she read Sam's warning 
words. Clumsy, blind old Sam ! Surely be might have guessed 
that she knew much more about such small diplomatic mntters 
than he. Fancy, my brothers, teaching a woman bow to sweetly 
tell and carry out a white lie! Such a letter as Elma bad re- 
ceived must of course be destroyed at once, and its attendant in- 
cidents foigotten. Therefore she thrust it into her dress, button- 
ing up carefully. I offered her five shillings for it only the other 
day, at which she blnsbed very prettily, and changed the subjeot 
without delay. The other day! Did I say the other day I It 
was about seven years a^. 

Crozier had asked her to trust him nntjl be could explain mat- 
ters with his own lips, and she did so. No question seemed to 
arise within her mind as to whether be was acting prudently and 
for the best. She knew that he had run some risk of miscon- 
stniction, and that he had also placed her in a similar position, 
but for this she bore bim no ill-will. Indeed, ahe appeared to 
find some pleasure in sharing the danger, which is always a more 
serious matter for women than for men. She never doubted that 
his action was the wisest possible under circumstances which had 
evidently arisen somewhat suddenly, and in a cheery, confident 
way she undertook to assist him. 

Of course she could manage the task allotted to her, and would 
willingly have had it harder. Such little things are safe in a 
woman's hands; they can do them so neatly, especially with the 
aid of a pair of innocent eyes and a ready little smile. 

Thinking over these and other subjects, Elma fell into a reverie, 
out of which she was prescutly awakened by the clink of china 
coming from the library. 
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She croued the room and stood in front of the fireplace. 
There she tore up the envelope which Sam had dropped into the 
pillar-box in Lime Court the night before, and threw the pieces 
onto the burning coale, where they were soon consnmed. 

" He is BO stupid !" she whispered to the fiAmes, with a very 
soft gleam in her eyes. " I shoald like to write back to him a 
long letter, on two sheets, and all I should say would be, 'I don't 
love Tom — I don't love Tom — I don't love Tom.' " 

" It will give 80 much extra work to the servants," argned Mrs. 
Valliant, when the squire found that he had actually proposed to 
ask Tom Valliant down to stay a week or so, including the Vic- 
arage dance. The old gentleman did not exactly know how the 
subject had cropped up, or how it occurred that he should make 
such a daring proposal. We must ask Elma about that How- 
ever, be had done it, and his genial spirit of hospitality was 
aroused. Moreover, the prospect of a jolly meet, and the sight of 
a cloudy sky which almost spoke of spring and called a truce on 
hunting, eshilarated him. He was hopelessly genial and exalted 
— required snubbing, in fact, as old gentlemen sometimes do, and 
Mrs. Valliant presently saw to that, because it was strictly within 
her department. 

"It will give so much extra work to the servante," she said, 
with a half-suppreased sigh of resignation, as if the scull ery-maid'a 
work were about to fall upon her shoulders. 

" I will get up early and polish the grates," said the sqnire, 
winking obviously at Elma. There was the sound, even, of a 
wink in his genial voice. 

The woman who had possessed for twenty-five years one of 
the best husbands in England smiled in a chilly, heartless man- . 
ner, and shrugged her shoulders. 

" I think we can manage without that," she obaerved, with 
great dignity. 

The squire waa irrepressible. It was all owing to that light, 
south-westerly breeze, which has a frivolous way of getting into 
men's veins. 

" Oh," he said, with a chnckle, " don't hesitate to make, use of 
me. Any trifling service of the description mentioned, yon 
know, my dear, will be a pleasure to me." 

This daring impertinence would have settled the matter finally 
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had Mrs. YalliaDt beeo indiffereot respecting Tom's visit But 
she was not ao. She waoted him to come, for he was dear to 
her, after her manner — the manner of a hard woman who has 
never koown the love of a son, which is qaite different from that 
of a daughter, inasmach as it is daring and often arbitrary. And it 
would almost appear that a woman values love in ratio to the great- 
ness of its demands and heartlessness of its subsequent ingratitude. 

"I will write to him this morning," said Mrs. VaJHant, with 
some condescension, and there the matter rested. 

Elma hardly seemed to notice the final decision. She was oc- 
cupied with a collection of crumbs, for which a small feathered 
tribe was patiently waiting outside the window. 

" I hope," she reflected, as she tapped the bread-tray with a 
knife, " that he wilt be content with my share of this deep scheme. 
But — but I suppose it will only confirm his suspicion that I care 
for Tom." 

Two days later Tom Valliant arrived at Goldheath. Elma was 
at the station to meet him. She had driven over atone, having 
effected the arrangement with some difficulty. Bat she was anx- 
ious to see the first of her cousin — anxious, in an indefinite desire 
to speak to him before any one else. She thought that be might 
bring some explanation of Crozier's unusual action — rendered 
more peculiar by the fact that the siuger excelled more in a mas- 
terly stillness than in moving. During the first greeUng, how- 
ever, she learned that Tom knew nothing of the letter to which 
he owed his presence in the little pony-cart by her side ; and the 
realization of how much Grozier had left to chance and her own 
quick wit came as a shock at the same time. Once or twice al- 
ready there had been occasions on which it would have been so 
perilously easy to make a mistake. Notably, in the first instance, 
on the receipt of the letter ; in the second, on greeting her cousin 
at the station. 

Nevertheless, Tom Valliant had brought the explanation with 
him. It was written round his eyes, and in the lines that ap- 
peared near his ciean-shaven iips when his face was in repose. 
She did not read, but unconsciously touched upon it. 

"I wit! not inquire," she said, merrily, "what time you went to 
bed last night, or whether you went to bed at alL It may be a . 
delicate subject^ but your appearance might, in mixed society, 
lead to unpleasant questions," 
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He glanced at ber keenly. It was a mere flash of hia quick 
eyes, auDoticed by her in the absorptioD of rounding a abarp 
corner with a home-going pony. Then be laughed. 

"When a jaded, overworked son of toil comes down from the 
Ecstleas city," he said, with dramatic gravity, " is it kind to pre- 
snme upon rosy cheeks and a digestion nntoncbed by midnight 
oil — to cast his complexion in his face, so to speak, and to at- 
tribate a becoming pallor to the worst possible caases ! Now you 
wonld not imagine, I suppose, that 1 attended a Young Men's 
Cbristiaa lecture last night — would you f ' 

" No," she answered, severely, " I should not." 

He shrngged his shoulders with great resignation. 

" It is no good," he said, meekly, " talking to you, if you be- 
gin by doubting a hitherto spotless veracity." 

Thus they began, and thus they went on during the few days 
that followed. Both seemed to be under a nervoufi apprehension 
of some sort Both were terribly afraid of becoming grave — of 
treating any subject seriously. 

On the surface, however, they were both in excellent spirits, 
and saperficial things are often deeper than we reckon. Where 
would human happiness, human merriment, and human laughter 
be without the superficial t 



CHAPTER XXn. 



Br good-fortune Crozier succeeded in carrying out his plans 
for the evening of Mrs. Gibb's ball at Goldheath. He sang his 
two songs, received his applause with the usual grave bow, and 
rushed off to Waterloo Station in the quickest hansom obtainable. 

There was a slight delay at Covcnt Garden, where he called 
for some flowers ordered and selected a few hoiira earlier; never- 
theless, he caught the train, and at five minutes to seven stood be- 
neath the broad porch of Goldheath Court. From the cold gusty 
night he passed into the cheery, thickly carpeted hall, where a fire • 
burned ruddily, with many a gleam npon ancient flintlock and 
holster pistol suspended upon the walls. 
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Id the centre, near the table, stood Elma, a vision of soft cling- 
ing silks and incomprehensible ganze. She had jaat ran down- 
stairs, swinging gloves and fan in her hand, and was consequently 
breathlesB, 

" So yon have done it," she gasped, as she held out her bare 
hand with a smile of welcome. 

" Tea," he answered, quickly removing bis glove before shaking 
bands. "I knew I could manage it There was reallj plenty of 
time," 

He iwd the flowers on the table previous to removing his thick 
coat, and Elma looked supremely unconscious of their presence. 

" I hope the flowers are right," he said, glancing back over his 
shoulder as be turned to bang up his coat and hat. The servant 
had vanished with bis bag a moment before. 

Elma took up the odorous informal bouquet wbicb be had 
thrown down somewhat recklessly, and raised it to her face. She 
changed color suddenly, blushing almost painfally. 

"They — are lovely," she murmured, nnevenly. 

He bad come back into the middle of the room and was stand- 
ing before her, looking down at tbe flowers with a critical wis- 
dom. 

"I suppose white flowers are always safe!" he said with what 
seemed to ber forced carelessness. 

" Yes," she answered, ratlier vagnely, as if she bad not caught 
the meaning of his words ; " yes, I should think so." 

" I mean that they will go with almost any dress." 

"Ob yes — almost any dress." 

" I thought so," be said, earnestly, as if a load had been lifted 
from bis mind — as if one of the unanswered questions of bis ex- 
istence bad found a reply at last 

He had removed his coat, laid aside his bat, and pulled, down 
his waistcoat. There was nothing to det^n tbem any longer in 
tbe hall, but still they lingered. 

"Thank you very much — "she began, but he stopped her by 
laying bis hand hurriedly upon her bare arm, pressing harder than 
he was aware of. 

" They are not from me," he interrupted, speaking rapidly ; " I 
lirought tbem for Tom — by Tom's order, I mean — for him to 
give to you." 

She half turned away, burying her face among the white flow- 
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era, with a Dod aifipiifj'tng thnt sbe nnderstood. Then ebe looked 
Dp into his face with a quaint littlo Btnile. 

" Thftnk you very much, then," sbe said, " for bringing them. 
I may thank you, I snppose, for having taken some tronble in the 
matter, although I must eipress ray gratitude to Tom for having 
thought of it." 

He Bmiled in response, but there was a singular expression 
upon bis lips which failed to coincide with the perfectly natural 
light in his eyes. 

" It was DO trouble," he said, indifferently, making at the same 
time a distinct movement towards the drawing-room door. She 
could not but obey his suggestion. 

" I expected that Tom would have told yon about the flowers," 
he said, as he followed her towards the drawing-room, which was 
at the other end of a passage, " and my expectation was more or 
less confirmed by the fact that yon came down-staira without 
any." 

" I never put my flowers on until the last moment," she ob- 
served, in a tone of vast experience; "otherwise they would be 
dead before the evening was half over." 

He made no answer, and they passed into the drawing-room in 
silence. 

"I should like to know," she reflected, rapidly, " as a mere 
matter of cariosity, who really thought of it — whose idea it really 
was to bring flowere down from London." 

" I wonder," he meditated, " whether she has other flowers np- 
sture, or if she — " 

Here Mrs. Valliant came forward with ont-stretched hand and 
a few formal words of welcome. 

- A few moments later Tom appeared, looking very gracefnl and 
refined in his evening dress. Elma held up the flowers, which 
sbe was in the act of placing in a bowl of water in the darkest 
and coolest corner of the drawing-room. 

" These delicate attentions, mon ooutin," she said, gayly, " are 
overpoweringi" 

" Ah," he exclaimed, as if he had forgotten all abont them, or 
as if the matter were really of small interest — " ah, vegetables." 

He crossed the room and sniffed at tliem. 

"The delicacy of the attention is not the only thing aboot 
them which will be overpowering before this entertainment is 
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oTer, I am tlinlciQg. How are yon, Samuel t Why did yon 
briog such smelly onea!" 

"Sraelly ones!" echoed Elma, indignantly; "they are lovely. 
There is nothing so sweet on earth as stephanotis." 

Tom laughed derisively. 

"Give me," he said, addressing Crozier, with tragically out- 
stretched arm, " a flower that has no smell — tba hnmble daisy, the 
azure cornflower, the sustaining cauliflower." 

" I am afraid," answered Crozier, with perfect gravity, " that I 
have not got one at the moment." 

Only Tom remained grave. He shrugged his shoulders with a 
great show of disgust. 

" The man," he muttered, "has no poetry in him." And tnrn- 
ing sharply round, he arranged his tie with the aid of a Yenetiaa 
looking-glass suspended above the mantle-piece. 

" But, Tom," said Elma, presently, talcing np the nnfinished 
argument, " do you mean seriously to say that yon prefer flowers 
without smell)" 

" I do," he said. " There is nothing so depressing as the smelt 
of white flowers. Mind, I like it, but it depresses me. It is the 
sentiment of the thing, I am afraid. Were I a echool^rl the 
odor of flowers would make me think of the moon, the shimmer- 
ing sea, soft twilight hours, the midnight song of the cncnmber 
— the nightingale, I mean — and similar unsatisfactory things. 
Being a man, I am consumed with a great desire to smoke in- 
stead. Perhaps it is a mere matter of past association. I never 
thought of that before. Sam always wears a spray of stephano- 
tis when he can get it, which no doubt accounts for the whole 
business." 

He laughed and looked towards Orozier. Elma laughed also, 
but chanced to look in exactly the opposite direction. The sing- 
er met his friend's eyes and smiled obediently. He had been 
talking with Mrs.Taltiant, and was without the least knowledge of 
what he was expected to smile at ; but that did not matter mnch. 

Then the dinner-bell sounded through the house, and the squire 
came into the room, groaning and holding his hack, but smiling 
genially nevertheless. He was a truly hospitable man in the good 
old-fashioned manner ; loved to see strange faces round his table 
— more especially young faces. This evening he was resplendent 
ia dress-clothes of an earlier date, with onyx bnttons on the 
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waistcoat, and tbree honest rabies on bis broad and manly breast. 
The groan meant nothing, and in nowise disquieted the ladies. 
They knew that it was only geniality, which nsually takes the 
form of a noise of some description, and a painless grant is pref- 
erable to the a^ravating drawing-io of breath throngb closed 
teetb, which is a more common sign. 

" Ah," he exclaimed, holding out his broad brown hand, " Sam, 
my boy. Glad to see yon ! The singer, eh ! The royal minstrel 
—ha, ba, ha ! How did you get on !" 

"Splendidly, thanks." 

"Congratulate you, my boy, congratulate you I Only wish 
your good father was here to do the same," said the old gentle- 
man, squaring his arms, and pulling down his waistcoat with a 
cheery jerk. 

" He doesn't look as if he were fresh from the presence of roy- 
alty, does be )" suggested Tom ; " except that his hiur is a trifle 
ruffled on this side." 

The singer passed his band scientifically over bis crisply curled 
head. 

" That," he answered, readily, " is where I tore it when the 
cab-horse slid down Wellington Street on its shoulder." 

"Ha, ba, haP' laughed the squire, tailing off apoplectically 
into subsidiary chuckles, at the end of which he looked suddenly 
grave, and turned to Crozier. 

" Must coDgratnlate you also," he said, in the confidential man- 
ner of a stage aside, "upon that other matter— tbc money, ehf 
Don't invest it in a dock company. You needn't be afrwd of 
horse-flesh, but avoid the turf ; sailors never learn the ropes there." 

Croder's reply was lost in the rustle of Mrs. Valliant's silks as 
she moved ansterely towards the door. 

" Elma, my dear," said the old gentleman, with a preliminary 
groan, "I am afraid I shall not be able to have that polka with 
you to-night ; my Inmb^o^" 

"But you must, papa; I never let my partners off like that. 
Lumbago or no lumbago, once the name is on my programme 
there is no turning back. Besides, I beard yon ranning down- 
stairs just now when we were in the drawing-room." 

There was a break in the conversation, while all heads were 
solemnly bowed over the table, and the BC|uire's shirt-front bulged 
audibly. 
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" Tbank God," observed tbe old fellow, reverently — the brief- 
est of brief graces, wbicb never failed to make Tom smile. 

"My dear cbild," he continued, in the same breath, with twin- 
kling eyes, " I am seriously ill. It came on suddenly, with a sort 
of click, when I was twiaticg round to try and let out the strap 
at the back of my dress — " 

"Don't you take soup, Mc. Crozierf inquired Mrs. Valliant, 
suddenly, with a sharp glance at each of her servants in turn, just 
to see whether their sensitive nerves bad been affected, no doubt. 

The squire finished bis remark by a comprehensive and very 
evident wink over his soup-spoon. 

Tom Yalliant was singularly jolly that evening, and his cheeks 
had a faint pink tinge, not in blotches, but evenly and all over. 
The dark rings round his eyes had vanished. Evidently the qoiet 
country life of Goldbeath suited him admirably. He was also in 
excellent spirits, and talked almost incessantly, while the squire 
laughed and held his back with both hands. 

It was under the cover of a brilliant sally, at which every one 
laughed, that Elma spoke a few words under her breath, withont 
looking towards any one in particular ; indeed, her eyes were low- 
ered to hei plate. 

"I hope," were the words, "that you are content with my 
share in the plot." 

Samuel Crozier was next to her. He glanced in her direction, 
sidewise, along the table-cloth towards her hands, but said noth- 
ing. A few miuutes later an opportunity occurred, and he re- - 
plied, 

"I never doubted," almost in a whisper and ambiguously; but 
she understood. 



CHAPTER XXHL 



As Samuel Crozier bowed over Mrs. Gibb's chubby hand, be 
saw at the other end of the room William Holdsworth. The 
sailor was no dancer, but he invariably accepted invitations, and 
really made himself very useful to his hoal«sa in talking to elderly 
ladies when he could not find a young one without a partner. 
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Elma's programme was mach in request, and Crozier saw that 
Holdsworth did aot ask her to sit out a dance with him. As far 
as he could judge, indeed, he concluded that they did not speak 
to each other, more than a few formal words of greeting, daring 
the entire evening. From this he enrmised that something had 
taken place — something which saved him from the necessity of 
warning Elma against his old shipmate. 

Presently the two men passed close to each other in a tiny 
room, full of people partaking noisily and merrily of tea and 
coffee. 

" I want to speak to you," said Crozier, in an undertone, after 
they had nodded casnally as slight acquaintances. 

Holdsworth looked uncomfortable for a second. 

"Crozier is such an extraordinary fellow," he reflected, "for 
hearing confidences. I wonder if Elma has told him." 

He need have had no such fear, ^ma was in her own esti- 
mation singularly capable of taking care of herself. She had an 
entire reliance in her own strength of porpose, hidden, it may be, 
beneath smiles and a cert^n coquetry, bnt existing nevertheless, 
and only betrayed by that little sqnare chin and an occasional 
glance of her changeable eyes. In confidences she never indulged, 
and of herself she rarely talked. There was one person to whom 
she never spoke on matters concerning herself, and that man was 
Samael Crozier. 

Holdsworth looked keenly into hia former officer's face. The 
old "quarter-deck" expression was not there, and the swlor an- 
gnred from its absence that there was nothing very disagreeable 
hanging over bis unfortunate head. 

" Will it take long)" he inquired, audaciously smiling. 

Crozier looked at his programme before replying. 

" Number seventeen is a schottische," he said, in a quietly on- 
deniable manner. " I shall not be dancing it. Will yon keep 
yourself free !" 

"Yes." 

Holdsworth moved away, looking grave, while Crozier turned 
to greet an asthmatic old parson who had known his father. The 
sailor again felt a sodden misgiving — a vague sense, as it were, of 
discomfort — as if some new trouble were at hand. But presently 
he threw this aS, and became the merriest of the merry. He 
lived for the present to an extraordinary degree, and number one 
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Iiad jnst began ; namber Beventeen, the scbottjsche, was a long 
way oft. • 

At times duriog tbe eveaing that disagreeable posaibilitj of 
Crozier's having heard of the little scene in a conserratoij some 
weeks before suggested itself to the sailor, but he soon dismissed 
it with easy confidence. Tom Valliant's manner to himself nas 
friendly in the extreme, which incident closed tbe most likely 
channel through which the information might have passed. 

The local dancing men found that Elma's programme had been 
seriously tampered with l^efore she entered the room — the initials 
"S. C." and " T. V." occurring alternately in brotherly unity at abort 
intervals from top to bottom. Tom ValJiant was a very fair dancer, 
but incorrigibly lazy. lie never danced from the first bar of the 
music to the last, as did his friend. Twice round, and find a seat, 
was the principle upon which he acted. Elma had long (^o 
ceased to draw his attention to the laziness of this proceeding. 
She had divined that, much as he loved and invited chaQ, all re- 
marks upon the limits of his endurance as regarded dancing were 
unwelcome. In after-years she looked back with thankfulness upon 
the instinctive feeling which withheld her tongue on this point 

Thefeelings of certain yonng Goldbeathans upon the snbject of 
London men in general, and two of them in particular, were deep 
and bitter, causing several naitgant mustaches to be tugged pag- 
naciously over Elma's engt^ement-card ; while more than one f^- 
low mind conceived the possibility of Mrs. Valliant's being a less 
fomiidable person than was generally snpposed. Few of them 
would have dared to dance four times (had the opportunity been 
given them, bitn entendu, by tbe young person most interested) 
with the daughter of the squire's wife. 

Sam Crozier used to say in his quizzical self-abuse that he was 
an old stager — a snpper bachelor — and his friends believed or 
disbelieved him as they liked. He had only four dances with 
Elma scribbled on her engagement-card hastily, but they were tbe 
four best waltzes there. Thus, tbe first was immediately before 
the Lancers, which he knew Elma would not dance, and by this 
simple device he secured an opportunity of giving her the expla- 
nation he knew, by the glance of her eyes, she was awaiting. 

They danced the waltz without speaking many words. Crozier 
never talked mnch once the music had begun, and they knew each 
other well enough to ignore the politer usages of society. As 
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the mnuG slackened with cbordsl aigns of & finale, Elma macle a 
tiaj movement which he detected at once. It was the almost on- 
conBcions signal of a wiah to stop and get away before the crowd. 
They both knew the house well. Elms had tun about, up-stairs 
and down-stairs, since she conid run at all, while Crozier was born 
in the la^ room above the drawing-room. 

And so he led her up the broad, shallow steps with her fingers 
Testing on his arm, as he had led her, hand in hand, twenty years 
before. There was a broad alcove at the head of the stairs, and 
here they found a sofa. As they seated themselves a sudden rush 
of voices in the hall beneath told of a breathless mnltitnde seek- 
ing rest. The dance was over. 

Crozier began at once in his usual straightforward way, 

" I wrote to you," he sud, " because I wanted to get Tom away 
from London. He was regolarly ont of sorts — required a change, 
yon understand." 

"And so you thought of Gtoldheath)" 

_ " And so I thought of Goldheath," he replied, absently, for he 
was striving to reach the meaning of her tone, which was not 
qaite natural. There was a subtle significance in it which he 
failed to catch. 

" Where else oonld he — of rather would he — ^have gone )" said 
the singer, still striving to divine her thoughts. 

She turned towards him with a bright and amused smile. 

" Nowhere, of course," she replied. 

Nevertheless, Crozier conceived the strange idea that Tom Val- 
liant's visit had for some reason been distasteful to Elma. He 
conld not be expected to read a woman's whim. The true reason 
of her slight displeasure lay so deeply hidden from his eyes, and 
he was so utterly devoid of vanity, that he never suspected what 
it was, until the knowledge was forced upon him later. 

"1 hope," he said, " that it was not inconvenient, bnt I was 
really frightened for the moment Tom is not strong, and the 
life he leads in town is not such as he ought to lead. I was 
scared by the thought (suddenly thrust upon me by some one 
else), that I was more or less responsible. Perhaps I lost my 
head a little, for I was alone, and it was late at night" 

Elma laughed suddenly in a peculiar, impatient way. - 

" It would be so like you to lose your head," she said, sarcas- 
tically, " would it not i" 

n 
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His deep-set eyes rested for a moment on her pan profile. 
She was looking straight in front of her, with her two hands rest- 
ing npon her lap. Her lips were slightly apart, and the expression 
of her face seemed to demand an answer to the question jost 
asked. 

"Perhaps," he sn^ested, with semi-comic apology, "it re- 
qnires more than I possess." 

" I should think it does," she sdd, in a bantering tone. Then 
she added, quite seriously, "It is very good of yon to interest 
yoarself so much in Tom. We were very glad to see him." 

The extreme coDventionality of her remark conveyed to him 
exactly the opposite meaning to that which she intended. He 
thought that it was assumed, whereas it was very natural 

" He is mach better for the change ; I see a great improvement 
in his appearance," he observed, carelessly, while he attempted to 
introduce the upper botton of his glove into its hole. 

"Yea," she answered, "I think be is better, (xoldheath has 
done him good," 

He deliberately turned and looked into her face. She bore the 
scrutiny without changing countenance, but her eyes were a trifle 
fixed in their expression, while her chin was thrust forward. It 
was a wonderful thing how well he knew her. 

"Elma," be said, in a voice of which the softness would have 
made his fortune npon the stage, had he not found a better nse 
for it; "Elma, I am afraid I am an old muddler. I have done 
something stupid. Do you not know me well enongh to tell me 
whflt it is f Surely it is enough to say that we clambered together 
onto this same sofa twenty years ^o. We ran about in these 
same old passages hand in hand, and there was nothing between 
us then. Did my letter come inopportunely, or has it vexed you ? 
Or do you think that I should have minded my business, and al- 
lowed Tom to marine his, or mismanage it, as he thought fit?" 

"No," she protested, " I thought nothing of that sort. I was 
glad to get your letter, and no one has seen it — no one saw it — 
but myself." 

"Then you did not want Tom at Goldheath just now! I 
forced him upon yon at a wrong time." 

" Not at all. No— but— " 

She stopped with a little awkward laugh. She was slowly 
twining and intertwining her gloved fingers, and she swayed a lit- 
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tie airaj from him u if to get f&rther from a proiimitive inHn- 
eoce wbich was becoming too stiODg for ker. 

" Bat — what )" he asked, in a measured voice, which seemed to 
be the result of *ome effort over himself. 

There was a pause of some moments. The Lancers were in 
fnll swing down-stairs, so that the apper part of the house was 
theirs alone. The music was almost overwhelmed by the shaffliog 
of feet and the buzz of merrily raised voices. 

"Oh, nothing," she said, suddenly throwing herself back in 
the seat, and looking at him with a determined little smile full of 
defiance. 

" That is rights" he said, calmly, " don't tell me. It is much 
better not. There is nothing that one regrets sooner, and more, 
than anwilling confidences. There are so many things which are 
better left untold. This is one of them, no donbt. Some day 
you will abuse me for having been weak for a moment. I should 
not have tried to make you tell me." 

He spoke rapidly and with evident relief, as if some hidden 
danger had just been averted. Bntheconld not divert his thoughts 
at once from the question, and sought to excuse himself for the 
blander which he knew nothing of. 

"I cannot always understand Tom," be said, tentatively, "he 
is BO variable. At times he is quite serious and amenable to rea- 
son, and suddenly he will change — laughs at everything, and is 
apparently perfectly reckless of con sequences." 

" You mean," she suggested, " that he does not dream of mis- 
coDstmction or deliberate misconception. He never thinks that 
people may either heedlessly or purposely pat his actions in such 
a light as to render their appearance much worse than it should 
be." 

Crosier knew now that she had heard something of what Syra 
had reported as the current gossip of St Antony's. It was easy 
enough to trace this, in imagination, from Walter Yardeu to Holds- 
worth, and from Holdsworth, either directly or indirectly, to Elma. 
The story would most assaredly not have lost weight in trans- 
mission, so ho faced it squarely, as was his wont. 

" Tou must not," he said, " on that very account believe all that 
you hear. People are so apt to add a few graphic touches to 
stories that pass throngh their bands. In this matter, Elma, yon 
must believe me before any one else — you have no other course 
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bat tbJB. Tom is as good and apright and as trae a gentleman 
as any man in tbis house. Some people are beyond the influence 
of association, and I think he is one of them. He can associate 
with — Bhadj characters, let us call them, anil ner^r be the worse 
for iL But what I do not understand is why he does it These 
men are no companions for him. I am certain he despisea them, 
and yet he deliberately chooses them for his friends. He knows 
that I could belp him to become acquainted with a better class of 
men altogether — intellectual fellows, who arc doing good in the 
world both for themselves and others ; but he prefers St Antony's 
etadents and their hangers-on. It would almost seem as if for 
aome deliberato purpose he were misrepresenting himself." 

" And other people," added Elma, with gentle significance. 

Ue looked at her with a slow, grave smite. She raised her 
eyes to his, and there was a faint note of warning in her voice as 
she repeated the words, 

"And other people." 

He could not pretend to mistake her tneaoing, and he was 
chivalrous enoni^h to resist the temptation of compelling her to 
make it more obvious. 

" Yes," he innroiDred, indifferently, " I suppose so." And with 
raised eyebrows signified that it did not matter much. 

" YoQ think," she asked, " that it does not matter f 

" Not much," was the reply, " and not at all to Tom. It was 
of him that we were speaking." 

She ignored tbis broad hint, 

" It does matter," she said, gravely. " It matters a great deal 
to every man, however independent and — and unselfish be may 
be." 

"Then yon did not believe itt" he inquired, rashly. 

" Itf she echoed, interrogatively. 

" What you heard," he explained. 

She reflected for some moments, recalling all that had passed 
between them on this subject. Then she turned her head towards 
him with a pretty little inquisitorial air, keeping ber eyes, how- 
ever, fixed upon the carpet. 

" How do yoQ know that I have heard anything !" 

" I foresaw that you wodd. Certain gossip had, I found some 
time ^o, got into a channel which would ultimately lead it to 
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" And yon made no attempt to stop iti" 

"No — that woold have made matters worse," 

She studied the flowers painted on her fan with critical inter- 
est for a moment, and without ceasing her contemplation said, in 
an even, measured way, 

" It may be of some small Interest to yoa to learn that I be- 
lieved nothing." 

" Tbant you." 

" Tell me," she said, presently, ae if reading the words upon the 
painted silk ; " tell me — that is, if you wish to — who was the per- 
son who suddenly impressed upon yon the fact that you were 
more or less lesponsible for Tom!" 

"Syra." 

A little nod, almost imperceptible, betrayed to Crozier that his 
companiou's suspicions had been confirmed. 

" I do not understand Syra." 

"I do not imagine that Syra nnderstands herself," he replied, 
guardedly. 

She half turned her head towards him, and her lips were ready 
parted with a question, when she sefnned to recollect herself, and 
with an anconscious assumption of maidenly dignity sbe closed 
her fan slowly and carefully. 

" I wish," she eiclaimed, with a little sigh, " that Tom wonld 
assnme the responsibilities of human life. I am sure that he is 
very clever. He could be a great artist if only be set his heart 
upon it. There is nothing so discouraging and so sad as to see . 
people miss success ; to see it within their grasp, and yet to see 
them fail for some reason, for the lack of some little requisite." 

There was a great movement upon the stairs and in the hall 
beneath them. The nest waltz had begun. 

" That," he said, with a deprecating smile, as he stood np and 
offered her his arm, " is life — to see snccess just in front and nev- 
er to reach it." 



.coy Google 



THE FHAKTOM FDTUBE. 



CHAPTER XXTV. 

THE BBCKONIRO DP. 



HoLDBwoRTH Slid Crozier met at the foot of tbe stairs nhen 
the scbottische — number seventeen upon the prc^ranime — was 
fairly started. For n moment they stood there— two sturdy, typi- 
cal Englishmen. One fair, blue-eyed and merry ; the other dark- 
er, with crisp carled hair, and thoughtful, deep-set eyes of an ob- 
serrant habit ; both straight and aprigbt, with ready hands, and 
a pecnliar intrepid carri^e of the head. 

" My dance, I believe," said Holdsworth, audaciously. 

Crozier nodded his head with a faint smile, and looked round 
him slowly. They were practically alone in that house fall of 
people, the stairs being only nsed for. a resting-place daring the 
crnsh between the dances. 

" Let US sit down," said the singer, indicating the bottom step. 

And BO they sat there with elevated knees held apart, and 
clasped hands between, in a similarity of pose which was remark- 
able. 

Beneath his lowered lasbes Holdsworth glanced furtively at bis 
companion, waiting. 

" I have news for yon, Holdsworth," said the singer, after a 
moment. 

The sailor clasped his broad band round bis beard, making the 
golden hair rustle. 

" Something disagreeable, I bet," he said, with asanmed indif- 
ference, 

" I do not know whether it will prove disagreeable or not. It 
is the news of a death." 

" A death f echoed Holdsworth. " Emily Harland I" he added, 
interrogatively, after a pause. 

" Yea." 

Holdsworth remained silent for some momenta. Then he 
heaved a sigh — the easy light sigh of an utterly aelfiab man. 
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"She always was delicate," he remarked, in a resigned spirit, 
which was almost ludicroaa. 

Crozier tnrned deliberately and looked at him as one looks at 
a curiona and rare insect 

" She died of consumption," he sud. 

" Yes," answered the other in the same cool way, " it was in 
the family." 

Crozier rose from his seat He did not even take the trouble 
to show his disgust. 

"That is my news," he said, curtly. He was about to move 
away when he looked down at his companiou, and their eyes met 
Then he stayed. Holdswortb's face was haggard. It was no 
longer the face of a reckless ne'er-do-weel, devoid of scruple, free 
from remorse. In a moment the features had changed. He who 
sat there and looked np into Crozier's strong, peaceful face was a 
hunted man, with haggard, scared, weary eyes, the victim of per- 
sistent ill-fortune. The singer had a strong man's true softness 
of heart He had seen that look on the sailor's face before, and 
had never yet turned away from it He now stood at the foot 
of the stairs with his hand npon the oak halustrade — simply 
stood there and said nothing; hnt his presence had a comforting 
sense of sympathy and reliability snch as draws us to cert^n per- 
sons in time of trouble. 

The gay, rattling music rang in their ears; beneath their feet 
the floor vibrated incessantly. 

At last Holdaworth spoke in a low, unsteady voice. 

"When you first told me that you had — helped her," he siud, 
" I was jealous of you. I don't believe I even said thank you. 
Or perhaps you would not let me do so." 

The last words were uttered with a faint bitterness, but Crozier 
showed no sign of having heard them. 

" I am not going to say it now. You need not go away," con- 
tinued the sailor, "I know better than to oSer thanks to you. 
But I want to reckon up with you." 

He took his programme from his pocket and laid it upon his 
knee. Then he tore the pencil away from the card and began 
writing. In the dim light of the shaded lamp, at the foot of the 
broad old staircase, a strange transaction took place while the 
jerky schottische mnsic rang through the honse. 

" Five years and six months," said Holdaworth, slowly writing 
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as he flpolce. "That is five years and a half at — what! "What 
did you allow herf 

" Seventy pounds a yev," answered Crozier, betraying no 8a^ 
prise. 

"Three hundred and fifty — three handred and eighty-five 
pounds," calculated the sailor aloud. " I shall pay yon that, Cro- 
zier, some day." 

He tore the diunty little card in two and looked np, pn^ramme- 
pencil in hand. 

" Will yon take an I O TT f 

"No." 

Holdsworth did not press the point. He looked at the pencil 
figures again, to make sure that there was no mistake, and re- 
tamed the two pieces of polished pasteboard to his waistcoat- 
pocket 

" Three hnndred and eighty-five pounds," he repeated, in a 
bnsinesa-like manner ; " I shall not forget the amount." 

It was the price of a ruiued haman existence — not much after 
all, and probably more than it was worth ; hot he did not seem 
to think of that. 

"Three hnndred and eighty-five pounds," confirmed the singer. 

Holdsworth stood up, but neither moved away. 

"I suppose you will let rae pay it," he said, defiantly. 

"Oh yes," replied the possessor of an annual income of over 
three thousand pounds, " I will let you pay it." 

This was jnstice indeed. The affair was thus arranged; the 
last apparent obligation pnt into a fair way of settlement, and 
there seemed to be nothing more to say. Crozier made a little 
movement towards the dancing-room, bnt the sailor detained him 
by a slight jerk of the head. 

" In case," he said, with simulated cynicism (his eyes were dull 
with anguish while he spoke) — "in case there is any misconcep- 
tion in yonr mind as to past events, I may as well tell you that I 
alone was to blame. I alone was the cause of Emily Harland's 
leaving her home and going — to the bad." 

" Yes ; I suppose so," with a certain cool cmelty which was 
most certainly founded upon the past, for it was totally unlike 
Samuel Crozier. 

"Yes," continued the s^or, reflectively, "I suppose yon know 
that I ruined her. But, Crozier, I did not do it deliberately, re- 
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member that. I was led away — perhaps she was a little bit to 
blame. - 1 am snch a beastly impulaiTo fellow, you know, and act 
on the spur of the moment, leaving regret till afterwards." 

" Well," said Crozier, " I wouldn't think too much about it 
now. It is finished and done with, and there is no good to be 
' got oat of attempting to fix the blame npon any one in particu- 
lar." 

Holdsworth stood in front of the singer, leaning against the 
wall. He was watching his face specalatirely. 

"I wonder," he swd, presently, "if you did right in keeping 
ns apart! It was a great responsibility, Crozier." 

" Yes," was the answer, " it was. But there is nothing bo des- 
picable OQ earth as the- man who tries to get through life without 
incurring responsibility. Despite what has happened, I still think 
that. you were better apart." 

" You mean that she was better apart from me V 

The implacable Crozier nodded his head in acquiescence. It 
was an unfortunate fact that Holdsworth divined his former offi- 
cer's thoughts concerning himself with remarkable accuracy, and 
Crozier was too straightforward a man to deny them. 

"I wish, Crozier," continued the sailor, "that I could under- 
stand you a little better. I wish I could understand why you 
have done all that you have done and tried for me." He took 
the half -programme from his pocket and glanced at the pencil 
figures, hard and black upon the polished sur^e of the card, " I 
don't think," he continned, " that it ought to finish up with this I" 

He held out the card so that the figures were visible to his com- 
panion. 

"On the contrary," sud Crozier, coolly, "I do not see what 
better ending could come about. It is a settlement in fnll, is it 
notr 

Holdsworth shrugged his shoulders impatiently. 

" No," he said, enrtly, " it is not." 

" I think we had better consider it so," said Crozier, moving 
away. The music had ceased, and the dancers were already crowd- 
ing out of the hot room into the passage. 

Holdsworth followed, and they walked side by side down the 
broad corridor towards a group of mutual acquaintances. 

" By , Crozier," whispered the 8«Ior, with an incredulous 

wonder in his voice, " you are a hard man !" 
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The singer turned towards bim with a faint, almost apologetic 
smite. 

"Tm afraid you are right," he swd. And they joined the 
merry party, when Tom Valliant and the sqoire were langhing 
at each othw. 



CHAPTER XXV. 

POBBWABHED. 



Dbspftk Crozier's tirades against the degeneration of mnaical 
taste, he gathered a certain amount of enjoyment from the first 
nights at which his appearance was necessary. He had under- 
taken the musical criticism of a London weekly paper and two 
provincial jonrnals because their editors had asked him to do so, 
and at a time when the monthly check for " literary contrihn- 
tious" was welcome. Now, in his affluence, he intended to con- 
- tinue it for its own sake. The love of criticising is deeply plant- 
ed in every man's soni, and Crozier wrote in a deliberate and 
straightforward style, which not only carried weight with it, but 
convoyed a sense of earnestness and an aousual freedom from 
personal consideration or bias of any description. About the 
operat-bouffet and operat-eomiqueg which at certain intervals carry 
all better musical taste before tbem, he wrote curtly and descrip- 
tively, bat not with open criticism. Public opinion was against 
him, and he had neither the power nor the energy to attempt its 
edncatiou into better channels. It was after all a mere matter of 
taste. The British public liked its music thin and tawdry, served 
up with a great show of tinsel, and a still greater display of shapely 
limbs. Soil! It was no aSair of Samuel Crozier's. 

To Syra he grumbled occasionally in a semi-bantering way — to 
a mere bar-maid ! It is to be feared, however, that this singer 
and critic was hopelessly bobemian in those days. He even 
treated her as if she were a woman, with a woman's instinctive 
good taste ; sometimes he actually went so ontrageoosly far as to 
treat her and speak to her as if she were a lady. 

It was with some feeling of pleasant anticipation, therefore, 
that he called a cab one evening in March and drove to a new 
theatre in the West End. The excitement in dramatic and ar- 
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tistic circles anent tbia new ventnre had beeD intense for some 
time. The building itself was as gorgeous as masonry witboat 
and gold-leaf witbin could well make it, and of course its stage 
was couatnicted with a strict regard to tbe coutingencies of comic 
opera. The house was to be warmed bj an entertaiomeat of thia 
description, got up with a doe r^ard to cheap tunefulness and 
the newest slang. 

At the side of tbe stalls there was a kind of lonnge, or draw- 
ing-room, where the occupants of those luxurious seats could re- 
tire between tbe acts to stand about and meet their friends with- 
out being actually compelled to leave the theatre. It was here 
that Crozier, on entering, met several acqaaintances and friends. 
Tliese men were mostly brother-critics, and they returned later to 
the same spot to discuss their verdict upon the performaoce. 

Tbe news of Sam Grozier's good-fortune was still fresh, aud he 
was sufficiently a favorite to call down real and hearty congratu- 
lations from all who knew him. 

"Here comes Croesus !" said one man, gravely, the correspond- 
ent of a comic American journal. 

" So he i.%" sitid another, who wrote musical criticism for a re- 
ligions publication, and had, strictly speaking, no bnsiness in tbe 
theatre at all. " Let us try and borrow money from him — eh, 
Sam ! I suppose all your friends arc doing that now." 

" Trying — yes !" answered Crozier, aa he shook hands all round 
with his vague, genial smile. 

"I congratulate you, Crozier," said a melancholy looking man, 
who wore spectacles, coming forward with a thin delicate hand 
out-stretched. "I congratulate yoa from the bottom of my 
heart. I suppose now I may look forward to being appointed 
musical and dramatic critic to the Daily Intelligeace, which is the 
aim of my life. For years I have waited and prayed for your 
death. I have hung about concert-balls in order to watch you 
take yonr high notes, and I have even consulted eminent medical 
men as to whether they have ever Keard of a brute, with a con- 
stitution like a camel, breaking a blood-vessel on F sharp ! This, 
however, does as well, so we will say nothing more about the 
weary years of waiting." 

Some of the listeners joined iu Crozier's easy laugh, and most 
of them smiled, but the man who had spoken never changed 
countenance. He looked gravely ronud him through his larg^ 
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spectacles, and waited anay to greet a friend. He rarely spoke 
BerioQsIy — this eccentric geniua — but he never smiled. 

At this moment the orchestra struck op a lively introduction, 
and tbere was a general move. The critics were placed within 
reach of each other,'and some of them composed themselves to 
qniet slumber at ouce, while the younger members of the frater- 
nity fumbled for their pencils, with just snffieient ostentation to 
call the attention of any lady who happened to be looking in 
their direction. 

Crozier, who was withont pencil or Dot«-book, gave his nsnal 
placidly earnest attention to the music. He bad a singular habit 
of looking straight in front of him in a theatre, which arose 
doubtless from the fact that his face was well known among fre- 
quenters of first nights and lovers of music If he looked ronnd, 
the action entailed greeting acquaintances who interested bim lit- 
tle, or it would he received hy nudges and suppressed whispers 
which in no way gratified him, flattering though it might be. 

During tbe first act he scarcely removed his eyes from the 
stage, and at the end of it he entered into a deep diacussion with 
a friend occupying the next stall, who advocated comic opera as 
being within the understanding of tbe people. He therefore had 
as yet scarcely looked ronnd the theatre. While the under- 
standing of tbe people was still in disput«, a young man made 
his way along between the knees of grumbling old gentlemen 
and stonily staring dowagers, with a view of occupying the seat 
on Crozier'a left hand, which was empty. This individual was 
he who had first addressed the singer on his entrance. 

He took the vacant chair, and presently raised his glasses to 
bis eyes. The glasses were directed towards a box somewhat 
high up upon the right of the stage, much to the contentment of 
a be-diamonded lady occapying tbe same; bat the critic's eyes, 
instead of looking throogh the lenses, were directed in the shadow 
of bis hand to the "lounge" where be had first met Crozier. 
Tbere were many gentlemen standing there with dne solemnity 
and appreciation of their own sbirt-fronts, and a few ladies exam- 
ining the decorations- 

"Sam," said the yonng fellow, without lowering his binocnlars, 
" what have you been up to C 

Crozier accorded bim his attention with an anticipatory smile. 
JDespite a cert&in ring of gravity in the speaker's tone, he could 
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only conclude that the comprehensive qoeBtion was the hegin- 
ning of a joke. 

"What have I been np to!" he repeated. "Let me see. 
Nothing criminal within the last week, I think." 

The yonng fellow laid his opera-glasses on his knees, and 
turned sidewise ia his seat, crossing.hia legs and loaning his arm 
upon the cushioned back of the stall. 

" Of course," he said, " it is no business of miae ; but I hap- 
pened to be looking round the place just now, and I saw two 
fellows standing io the gangway behind the upper boxes. There 
was nothing at all noticeable in tbem beyond the fact that they 
were looking at you ; in fact, one of them was pointing yon out 
to the other. I watched them, and there was something sneaky 
and disagreeable in their movements which I didn't like at all. 
Don't look in that direction just yet ; but they are now standing 
in the little ' salon ' place, where we all met to-night." 

Crozier scratched his strong chin thoughtfully with one finger. 

" It is a funny business," he said ; " I don't remember commitr 
ting any crime lately. I expect they're secretaries of charity or- 
ganization societies, who have been reading the Illustrated Lon- 
don ^ews, and want to fix me for an annual subscription or so." 

The correspondent of the theological paper was not hy any 
meaoB a serious young man, but he took this incident very 
gravely. 

"It is no joke," he stud, "to be taken for some one else in 
some cases. Of course there are plenty of us here to-night to 
prove your identity ; bat I have a wholesome dread of the law." 

At thip moment the cnrt^n rose, and Crozier took the oppor- 
tunity of glancing towards the spot indicated by his companion. 
The two men were certainly there, standing modestly in a dark 
comer, but rendered conspicuous hy their rough top-coats amid 
the black-clad pleasure-seekers. 

" I admire the police very much," he said, pleasantly, to his com- 
panion as he settled himself to face the stage, " in the abstract" 

At the end of the act he leaned forward to seek his hat be- 
neath the seat. 

" What are you going to do?" asked his companion. 

" I am going out — at luaat, I wm going to the foyer. These 
fellows will finish by making me conspicuous, which for a man of 
my shy and retiring nature is a painful prospect" 
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The young jnurDalist did not seem to take the matter in quite 
anch a placid spirit 

" What ! arc you going to epeak to tbem !" he asked. 

"Ko; but I am going to stand quite close to them. They 
would like a good look at me, I am sure." 

" Well, don't let ua have a scene." 

Crozier laughed reassuringly. 

" I have never taken even a minor part in a scene yet. Tbb is 
hardly the place to make a dihut," he said. " Come along and 
stand near me ; we will talk weather while they walk round ns 
and take notes. Privately, Soames, I believe it is you they are 
after." 

And he rose. In every detail he carried out his threat, even to 
discQssing the weather. 

The two men bore it for some moments in silence, then one 
made a step forward, and without touching Crozier, stood be- 
side him. Soames, the newspaper correspondent, was in front of 
him, looking up from his inferior height into the singer's face. 

"George Shenstone," said the man, in a clear undertone; 
" George Shenstone, unless I'm mistaken." 

Crozier's finger and thumb had been resting in his waistcoats 
pocket, and he now withdrew them from it with a card which he 
handed unostentatiously to the detective. It was all done so 
quietly and indifferently by both men that no one who did not actu- 
ally hear their words would have thought that any commnnication 
had passed between them; but Soames noticed that at the men- 
tion of the words " George Shenstone " an expression of mingled 
surprise and anxiety passed across the singer's face. 

" No, I am not George Shenstone," he replied, as he gave the 
card. "That is my name, and there are twenty men within call 
who will vouch for it," 

The man glanced at the card, and gave it back immediately. 

" I thought we were on the wrong track," he said, apologetically. 
" I ought to have remembered your face before. There is a pho- 
tograph of you in a music-publisher's shop in Oxford Street." 

" Indeed." 

" I must apologize," continued the detective, simply ; " it. was 
very clumsy of me," 

" Not at all," answered Crozier, in a constrained tone, which was 
unlike him. 
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The detective glanced in a keenly qnestioning manner at bU 
itupasMTe face, and then moved away quietly without saying any- 
thing more. He called his companion nith a mere movement of 
the eyebrows, and they passed out of the auditorium together. 

Crozier did not move until the swinging-door had closed be- 
hind tbem. 

" Soames," be said, " don't say anything about this. I believe 
I know something of the fellow they are after — a poor devil of a 
blue-jacket, who got sick of the sea before bis time was up, and 
deserted. Not macb of a crime in times of peace." 

"All right!" answered the jonmaljat; "I will keep qniet" 

And it is worth noting that he did so. 

Then they got separated, and Crozier presently went back to the 
stalls. He did not, however, return to his own, but occupied for 
a few minutes a vacant chair next the melancholy gentleman who 
BO openly coveted hia post on the staff of the Daily Intelligmee. 

" I say, Watson," he tmA, when be was seated, " have you got a 
telegram-form V 

"Never am without one, my friend," replied the old stager. 

After a short search he handed Crozier the required paper, and 
discreetly looked the other way while the singer wrote. 

The gist of the message was hardly calculated to be read, bow- 
ever, at once by a casual observer with much edification. 

" I was lo-day mistaken for a seaman, late WilloW'tBren, who 
is wanted. — S, C." 

This ambignoas and pointless news was addressed to William 
Holdsworth, Heath End, Goldheath ; and a few minutes after it 
was written a eotamiasionnaire hurried to the General Fost-office, 
from whence it v/ae despatched. 

In the mean time the play was progreswng happily enough, 
and the critics were b^inning to yawn. At the end of the third 
act these gentlemen met in the open space at the side of the 
stalls and talked over their verdict, after which, it is a painful 
duty to record, some of them went home. 

Crozier, however, stayed to the end, as was his wont Wben 
at length the curtain fell he passed ont of the theatre alone, and 
at the door found the detective who had spoken to him earlier in 
the evening. There was no sign of his companion. 

The man dropped alongside of him when he had penetrated 
through the crowd and fell into step. 
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" EicQse me, Mr. Grozier," he said ; " excuse my troubling yoa 
again, bnt we have to suppress our own inclinations very often in 
my profesMon, and I can assure yoa tbat it is quite against my 
wiU." 

The singer laughed as be lighted his cigar. 

" Oh," he answered, " pray don't apologize. I suppose it is 
the duty of every honest citizen to assist tJie caase of justice." 

The disciple of justice did not exactly seize with avidity upon 
this theory. He cooteuted himself with murmuring aomething to 
the eSect that the general impression was of that nature. 

" I have just recollected, sir," he continued, in a busineas-Iike 
tone, "that you were once in her Majesty's navy. Did you 
ever serve on board the Willow-wren P' 

The question, asked with a certain doubtfulnees as if the event 
were very unlikely, might have disconcerted any one totally un- 
prepared for it. 

" Yes," answered Crozier, quite naturally, " I served seven years 
on board of her." 

" Then this man Shcnstone would be on board at the same 
time as you." 

The singer turned slowly and deliberately- The man, who was 
slightly above him in height, was looking at him, and their eyes 

" Indeed," said the singer, with an expression on his quiet face 
which can only be described as dense. 

" Yes," remarked the man, vaguely, " I believe he woald." 
He could not male oat that density, and something in the ex- 
officer's manner made him feel uncomfortable, as if he were prying 
into the afiaira of a gentleman with whom he had no business. 

" Well," he added, with some hesitation, after they had walked 
a short distance in silence, "I can only, apologize ^ain, sir, for 
having troubled yon." 

" Not at all," said Crozier, looking straight in front of him. 

" Gtood-night, sir." 

" Good-aighL" 

The detective dropped behind and presently crossed the road, 
while Crozier walked on smoking restfuUy.. 

"Got rid of him," he murmured between the puffs with a 
certain satisfaction. 

Ab he walked on through the crowd, benealli the brilliant 
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lamps, amid tbe roar and hnbbub of midDigbt life in the Strand, 
he reflected as quietly nod collectedly as if he had been alone in 
some deserted conntry lane, or keeping the middle wateh on 
board the Willow-yiren, 

This power of self-absorption was no special possession of his. 
It is a growth of the pavement — that stony place where many 
vices and few virtnes flourish — and we others, we men who trot 
the pavement, soon acquire it We soon learn to pass by Vice 
and touch elbows with it, nnhccding, nn contaminated, and proba- 
bly unmoved by pity. But Virtue, alas ! we also gaze at vaguely 
and admire it not, scarcely taking the trouble to distinguish it. 
Neither has the power of affecting our inward thoughts, of tonch- 
ing that indlvidaatity which, although hidden in city-folks (who 
sooner or later find the necessity of passing through existence 
with the crowd, acting as the crowd has acted), is there as strongly 
as in country-bred people, who show their eccentricities to all the 
world. It is assuredly a special foresight of Providence, in view 
of overcrowded cities, that if a man only have the goal in sight 
be can steer as straight a course for it amid a seething hive of 
vicious humanity as in a fair and vii'tuous hamlet. 

Samuel Grozier never thought much in an abstract fashion of 
the course that he was steering. Indeed, he rarely gave himself 
time to think at all — never sat idly smoking over a smouldering 
fire — never dreamed day-dreams over a closed book. When not 
actually and actively employed he was reading, and there were 
few men in London with a wider knowledge of general lit«rature. 
When bis hands alone were employed he snug in an undertone to 
himself. With no fuss or busy show he led an active life. Of 
course he might have made it a more profitable one, but — you 
snd I — what of oars? What of all the thousand lives around us 
of which we know something and gness at inorel He might 
have worked harder at his adopted profession — might have made 
more of tbe great gift (one of the greatest vouchsafed to men) 
that <iod had placed within his lips ; but who among as does 
make the best of bis opportunities! If we did so invariably, 
human life would not be human life at all, and the lord of creation 
would not be the one unfinished, unsatbfactory bungle in an oth- 
erwise perfect work. 

As he walked home from the theatre, and after a little sigh of 
relief directed towards tbe departing detective, Groiier allowed 
13 
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himself to reflect — not npon Wrong and Right and such tbiogs 
— but upon his own recent action as regarded William Holds- 
worth. Of course he had done wrong ; there could be no doubt 
aboat that ; but he smoked serenely, and to judge from the ex- 
pression of bis face, nas fully prepared to go oo doing wrong. 
Sach, indeed, was the case. He had warned the mpaway sailor, 
and if farther aid was needed, he was in an indefinite way pre- 
pared to render it — not from friendship towards the unsatisfactory 
fellorf, but because there esisted between them the mystic tie of 
a mutual affection. One name there was in either heurt enshrined 
in the halo of an old association — the name of Willow-wren — 
and for the sake of that name an upright man willingly frustrated 
the cause of justice, and rendered a great service to a shipmate, 
who would never possess the means, nor be actuated by the desire, 
to return it While he reflected, there arose before bis mind's 
eye the upright form of a genial, white-haired old sailor — his 
former chief — a man whose heart and soul were wrapped up in ■ 
the Willow-wren, and who boasted in a harmless, lovable way that 
her good name had never been dragged through court-martial or 
newspaper trial. 

" Yes," muttered the ex-officer, " Holdsworth must get away, 
for the sake of the old ship." 



CHAPTER SXVL 



It happened that Grozier reached his rooms rather earlier than 
usual in the evening following the theatre episode. He had been 
out several nights in succession, and was tired ; but the fatal habit 
of keeping late hours was strong upon him, and at eleven o'clock 
he took a book, lighted his pipe, and established himself in bis 
deep arm-chair to enjoy a quiet hour. 

Hardly was he seated when a light footstep beneath bis win- 
dow caused htm to look np. The sound of it in some way sug- 
gested flight It seemed as if some one had fled to Lime Court, 
and having no knowledge of the locality, was now standing be- 
neath the window with the double purpose of ascertaining whether 
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the pursuer were atill following, and of observing the possible 
exits in case of necessity. 

The very lightness of the step attracted Crozief's attention. 
The ordinary malefactor is not Hght-footed. A chase down the 
darker streets and alleys leading from the Strand is of nightly 
occurrence, but he who leads it rarely runs lightly. He is gener- 
ally a pickpocket, with shocking bad boots several sizes too lai^ 
for him. The scientiGc bnrglar is a heavy-footed man, but he 
counteracts this natural defect by a pair of list slippers, which 
make no sound at all. Lightness of tread is a thing that cannot 
be acquired ; we inherit it from gentle ancestor, or wc walk heav- 
ily. He whose father or grandfather once wore hobnailed boots 
will walk as if those excellent pedal protectors were bound to bis 
own ankles, and only a few generations shod in thinner leather 
will eradicate the peculiarity. Without thinking much of these 
things in a general way, the singer allowed bis attention to wan- 
der from his Book, and he sat listening in a semi-indi2erent way 
for the next movement of those light feet 

Suddenly there arose in the silence a sound which made the . 
placid singer jump to bis feet, and throw his book upon the table 
without staying to mark the place. This sound was a whistle, 
low and melodious without being actually furtive. It might have 
been the call of one boy to another in a game of hide-and-seek, a 
pastime much in vogue among the youths of the neighborhood, 
and to which the intricacies of the Temple lent additional charms. 
Only a naval man would have recognized that the whistle was 
the boatswain's call of "All hands on deck !" 

While Crozier stood listening the call was repeated, 

" Holdsworth !" he muttered. " What a fool ! What an in- 
sane fool !" 

Then he ran lightly down-stairs and opened the door. In the 
shadow of the lime-tree, which was weakly budding, stood a man 
looking round him apprehensively. 

" Gome in," said Crozier, briefly. 

The man came forward, ran lightly up the steps and passed 
into the dimly lighted passage. He was breathless, and his weak 
mouth twitched convnlaively. 

"I did not know your namber," he gasped, "but I knew it 
was Lime Court," 

Crosier nodded his head, and led the way silently up-stairs. 
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When they were in the room and the door was closed, he spoke 
at length, and there was a suggestion of tolerance in his voice 
which his companion's quick ears did not fail to catch. 

" What a fool you are, Holdsworth !" he said, 

"That's it," exclaimed the other, petalantly. "Hit a man 
when he is down ; stoop from the heights of virtue, and shove a 
chap down the hill. But I have no time, Crozier, to listen if yon 
' are going to abuse me, which I snppose you have a right to do. 
I'm in a heastly narrow place, and somehow I've come to yon. 
It isn't the first time, God knows," 

" No," agreed Crozier, " it isn't the first time. But surely any 
one with a scrap of sense would have known that it was simple 
foolery to come to London after my telegram," 

" Your tel^;ram !" repeated the other. " What do you mean V 

" I telegraphed to you last night." 

" At Goldheath !" 

" Yea." 

" I have been in London three days." 

" Ah," said Crozier, in a softer tone, " that is a different matter. 
I beg your pardon. My warning missed fire," 

At this moment some one walked sharply past beneath the 
window. Holdsworth, who had in a great degree regained his 
composure, changed color. 

"Listen!" he whispered; "who isthatf 

Then, for the first time, they looked into each other's faces. 
In Holdsworth'a eyes there was an unpleasant glitter, which by 
some strange influence was transmitted to Crozier's. The singer's 
thoughtful face was quite transformed by it, and the change was 
hardly pleasant. These two men had been in action together, 
actually fighting side by side. Mere affairs of a boat's crew these 
had been, in connection with the suppression of Chinese piracy; 
but where a man's life is concerned it matters little whether the 
battle be a Waterloo or a skirmish, In those few moments both 
recalled the half-forgotten dangers they had shared in by-gone 
days, and perhaps Holdsworth benefited by the recollection. The 
footsteps died away, and hoth heaved a little sigh of relief. 

" There is no time to lose," said Holdsworth, hurriedly ; " lis- 
ten to this: Yesterday morning I was walking along a qaiet 
street near Victoria Station, when who should I meet, face to 
face, but Jerome. You remember him ; he was a middy in your 
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time, and the greatest fool od board. He recognized me at once, 
though I did not give him credit for so mncfa sense ; stopped and 
held oat his stick so that I coatd not paBs. ' Gteorge Shenstone, 
A. 6.,' he drawled, in that confoundedly Bqueaky voice which 
used to be nowhere in a breeze of wind; 'George Shenstone, I 
think you're wanted.' I wasn't going to be taken by a weak- 
kneed dandy like Jerome, who is no more a sailor then those 
sagar-tongs (yes, thanks, I will have a little cold water), bo I let 
ont. I did not hit him in the face; only on the chest; but I 
think I hit bard ; then I sheered oft" 

Crozier took up an evening paper which lay upon the table. 

" Yes," he sud, slowly, " yon must have hit hard, for yon broke 
two of his ribs. There is an account of it here. Luckily for 
you, Jerome was too much injured to make bis deposition, or give 
a minute description of his assailant They fear some internal 
complication. There it is; you had better read it." 

Holdsworth took the newspaper and read the short notice 
through once or twice. 

"Jnat like my luck," he exclaimed, recklessly. "But he will 
be all right, never fear; I didn't hit him hard. Besides, he must 
have recovered sufficiently to ^ve particulars, because I was 
tracked to Myra's to-night. I went in there with Varden. Soon 
afterwards two fellows came in and asked for a drink. That 
pretty girl there — Syra — served them io an ofi-hand way, and I 
flaw the fellows glance nncorafortably around, as if they felt a 
little out of their element It appears that all the frequenters of 
Myra's know each other more or less, and these two outsiders 
were promptly recognized aa such. When they had left, the 
question arose as to who and what they were, and one fellow 
laughingly suggested that they might be detectives. I laughed 
with the rest, but I kaew that he was right. I can tell you, Cro- 
zier, it took me some time to make up my mind to go out of that 
door. When I did go out — hanging on to Yarden's arm like a 
sailor's sweetheart — I looked up and down the street, and in a 
door-way higher up the hill I spotted the two men. We walked 
aloDg as far aa Charing Cross, and I suppose they followed us all 
the way. I only dared to tarn my head once, and then I saw 
them some way behind. At Charing Cross Varden took a hao- 
tom. I got round the comer, and made a bolt down Craven 
Street, through that tannel ander the railway-station, and back 
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into the Strand b; the darkest streets I could find. I have given 
them the slip, but there is no time to bn lost What am I to do, 
Crozierl Tell me, for the sake of old tlmea." 

" Ob," said the singer, " it is all right I'll help yon, bnt not 
for the Bake of old times, Koldsworth. Pll do it for the sake of 
the ship. We don't want her name dragged through the police- 
conrts. These tno men came to me last night at the theatre. 
Tbey mistook me for you, aod aa soon as they were persuaded to 
the contrary I wired to you at Goldheath to be on the lookont, 
taking it for granted that you would lie low there until the affair 
blew over. Of course I did not know of this business of Jerome's. 
I thought it was only the old qnestion of the unexpired service. 
Afterjirards they canie back to me, apolcnpzed, and said that they 
had discovered that I had been an officer on board the Willote- 
wren, and told me that they were seeking for you." 

Holdsworth's conSdence was returning. This was undoubtedly 
the result of his companion's cool readiness to assist him. He 
knew that Crozier would carry out anything he undertook. 

"And now," continued the singer, "you must get back to Gold- 
heath. That is the safest place for you. Every outlet from the 
kingdom is watched, and a sailor cannot disguise himself when he 
smells tar. They wonld spot yon by the very way you walked 
down the gangway to the boat You had better stay here to- 
night, and go down by the first train to-morrow morning." 

" Hush I" interrupted Holdaworth. " Whnt is that V 

There was no mistaking the official tread ; and, moreover, other 
footsteps accompanied it. Iloldsworth reached out his hand tow- 
ards the gaa, but his companion motioned hira to leave it 

" It is all right," he whispered. " The curtains are thick ; they 
cannot see that the gas is alight." 

" Then turn it out and look through the corner of the window," 
said Holdsworth. 

Crozier obeyed him, and moved cantionsly across the dark room 
towards the window. 

"There is a light down-stairs in the passage," Holdsworth 
whispered, hoarsely. 

" So there is in every passage in the court," replied Crozier, as 
he cautiously drew back the curtain, "We are a dissipated lot I 
Yes," he continued, " there they are — two fellows in plun clothes 
and a bobby." 
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" Well, then, I'm caaght" 

" Not yet They have traced yon as far as here, by some 
means or other, bnt they mnst be ofE the scent now. There is no 
place in London like the Temple for leading people astray, espe- 
cially at night, when some of the passages are barred, and others 
left open." 

The mnrmnr of suppressed voices reached the ears of the two 
men as they stood in the dark room, hardly breathing. Then 
Crozier closed the curtain cautiously, and lighted the gas, taking, 
however, the precaution of keeping it low. 

"You cannot stay here, Eoldsworth," he said. "As soon as 
these fellows move yon mast make a bolt for it." 

" I think," said the other, deliberately, " that I will go ont and 
give myself np. It is not north getting you into a row." 

Nevertheless, he stood still beside the table, and showed no 
sign of moving. 

"Rot," murmured Crozier, sweetly. He knew William Holds- 
worth very well, and rightly judged that the argument would go 
no further. " Listen to me," he continued, in a buainess-like way. 
"As soon aa these fellows move we will go out together. I have 
an old ulster which you can wear, and you may aa well take one 
of my hats. We will go out arm in arm, and simply brazen it 
out. If the fellows sec through it, make a fight for it and run ; 
I will make a fight, and let them collar me. It is very dark all 
about here, and they will not he able to tell. one from the other. 
Now, pay great attention to this — wait, I will draw yon a chart, 
because it is complicated. There are fonr outlets from Lime Court. 
This is the one you must take. It divides about ten yards down. 
The alley to the right is the one you must follow, but don't go 
straight ahead ; turn sharp to the right as soon as you get into it. 
It looks almost like a doo^way, but it is really a passage, which 
curves round and takes you into a narrow street near the embank- 
ment. 60 across BlackfriarsiBridge, make your way along South- 
wark Street, and get into London Bridge Station just in time to 
miss the last train to somewhere or other, it does not much mat- 
ter where. Then go to the Bridge Honse Hotel to sleep, and 
take care to let everybody know that you have missed the last 
train, which will account for the absence of luggage. Go down 
to Goldheath by the first trun to-morrow morning. Do yon un- 
derstand f ' 
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Holdswortb studied the roughly drawn chart for a momenL 

" Yea," he said, eagerly, " I noderstand ; and by , Crazier, 

if I get out of this I'll — " 

"AJl right" interrupted Crozier, almost roughly, "J know all 
about that" 

Holdsworth shrugged his ahoulders, nnd laughed bitterly. 

" I see you have not changed," be said. " There ia a suspicion 
of the quarter-deck about you still." 

But Crozier was not listening. He had passed through the 
curtained door-way into his bedroom, and presently he returned 
carrying a lai^e coat and a hat 

" Here you are," he said. " Put that ulater on, and the hat 
Nothing changes a man's appearance so much as another fellow's 
hat I will wear yours," he continued, after a pause, " especially 
as I notice that it ia a superior article to my own." 

In a few moments Holdsworth was ready. His companion 
slipped on a top-coat, and then turned ont the gas. He ap- 
proached the window, and drew aside the curtain. 

"They hare gone," be sud. "No doubt tbey have dispersed 
to watch the exits, which is all the better. Turn up the gas and 
let me have a look at yon." 

A short survey apparently satisfied bim. 

" Yes," he said, " you will do splendidly. And now cigars, and 
then we will be complete. Cigars and a swagger." 

He banded the box towards Holdsworth across the table and 
helped himself. He struck a match, and lighted up before band- 
ing the match to hia companion. Instead of taking it. Holds- 
worth leaned forward with the cigar between hia lips ; and had 
either man been in the least nervous it would have been impossi- 
ble to hide a slight tremble of band or Up. But cigar and match 
were alike steady, and the tobacco glowed. Then Holdswortb 
looked up and their eyes met Both were smilingi as if they 
took a youthful pleasure in seeking danger for its own sake. 
That passing smile illuminated by a flickering wai match, framed 
in a halo of cigar smoke, was the recollection that each carried of 
the other through the rest of bis life, for they never looked into 
each other's face again. Crozier threw the match into the fire- 
place, and led the way towards the door. 

" By - the - way," he said on the stairs, " have you enough 
money!" 
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"Yes, ttants," was the reply. "Fortunately I got a cLeck 
cashed yesterday, so I need not borrow anything from yon. I 
owe you a good deal, Crozier, that I can never pay, but if some 
day you get a check for three hundred and eighty-five pounds, 
pay it into your bank, and remember tbat the remainder of my 
debt is not quite forgotten." 

Uoldsworth was under the warming influence of real honest 
gratitude, and it was rather annoying not to be able to express it. 
He did not dare to do more than hint at it in this way, and the 
singer gave him no e neon rage m en t His faith in Holdswortli's 
gratitude was dead, and it could never now be revived. 

" Five years and a half," continued the fugitive, " at seventy, is 
three hundred and eighty-five pounds. Some day I will pay you," 

" Better leave it as it is," grumbled Crozier, His hand was 
on the latch, and turning, he looked sharply at his companion. 
" Are yon ready V he inquired. " As soon as we are outside take 
my arm, and try to walk differently from yourself; put on a 
swa^er, and hang your head. Don't let them see that you've 
been drilled." 

Then he opened the door, and they passed oot It was a clear 
dark night with no moon. In the open country the reflection of 
the stars might have illuminated the earth to some small extent, 
but in the narrow passages and courts of the Temple the darkness 
was profound. With linked arms they went down the steps to- 
gether, and crossed the court. There was a man standing idly 
at the exit by which they intended to pass. He appeared to be 
searching for a match wherewith to light his pip& As they 
passed the lime-tree, Holdsworth committed a slight error by fall- 
ing into step in a practised manner with his companion. 

The roan struck a match at the precise moment when they 
passed him, and guarding it within his half-closed hands, managed 
very cleverly to throw the light upon their faces, while apparently 
having no other intention than that of lighting his pipe. Holds- 
worth, however, who was nearest to him, frustrated his design by 
deliberately shielding bis eyes with his hand as if the light daz- 
zled him. 

" It's confoundedly dark," he said, at the same time. 

Crazier assented airily, and they passed on; but glancing back 
over his shonlder, he saw the man run across the court, doubtless 
with th« intention of calling a companion. 
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" Run I" whispered the singer, " Ran for it !" 

Side hy side they sped through the narrow paBsages, and pres- 
ently emerged into a deserted street. 

"Now," said Crozier, somewhat breathlessly, "we most wait 
a little. There are often policemen about here, and we must not 
attract attention." 

Soon after he broke into a run again, and goided his compan- 
ion throQgh a maze of narrow and dirty streets. Occasioually 
they passed a bouse that was lighted up, and from which the 
throb of an engine suggested printing, which is essentially a noc- 
turnal industry in these hurried times, but most of the bnildings 
upon either side of them were dark and deserted. 

At length they arrived in a broad thoroughfare throngh which 
a scanty traffic straggled. 

" Here yon are I" said Crozier. " Take a haDaom to London 
Bridge. I go this way. We must not be seen together. Good- 
bye )" 

He tamed to go at once, without waiting for thanks, with- 
out taking his hand from Ms pocket; but Holdsworth followed 
him. 

" Good-bye, Crozier," he said, in a painfully concentrated voice, 
as he held bis hand out so that it was impossible to ignore it 

The singer shook hands quite simply and naturally. 

"Good-bye," he repeated. "There is a hanaom at the other 
aide of the road." 

And he turned his back and walked away firmly. Presently 
he turned into Fleet Street, and through the more crowded thor- 
oughfare placidly made his way. Around him was vice enough, 
and misery more than enough. The very incarnation of both 
touched hitn on either aide, brushing past or cringing after, but 
he heeded them not This darker side of humanity was no new 
thing to Samuel Crozier, and perhaps he was after all a hard- 
hearted man. I cannot judge bim. He hummed a tnne to him- 
self ander hia breath, and disregarded the story of the woman at 
his elbow who had not eaten a bite o' bread for four days. Yet 
he bad risked his good name, disregarded bis obvious dnty as 
a late officer in her Majesty's service, and openly connived at 
the breaking of the law in order to lighten one of these burdens; 
for the line of distinction between Holdsworth who drove away 
in a hansom, and the felon who sneaked back to his partioalw 
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door-way clutching the pennybe had earned by shutting the cab- 
door, was leas marked than the former thought. 

Crozier seemed to be quite unconscious of having wrought a 
little good, of having lifted for a time at least the weight of mis- 
fortuoe that crushed one life, out of the thousands upon which 
the merry stars twinkled blithely that night — lives which no op- 
timist would dare to consider worth the living. There was no 
smile of conscious virtue on his face, no warmth of benevolence 
in his heart. He merely walked on, unobservant and indiSerent, 
content and aimless, while the ha!f- drunken woman with the 
piteous tale of starvation cursed him obscenely for his hardness. 



CHAPTER XXVIL 



So William Holdsworth escaped the clutches of the law. Early 
on the following morning be went down to Gloldbeath minus bag- 
gage, for which be wrote later. He walked home across the heath 
fall of conSdence, and blithe as the birds in spring, for his heart 
was a poor receptacle — care never nestled there long. His plans 
were not yet formed, but he felt in a vague way that England 
would not hold him. The escape of the previous evening, the 
excitement of those few minutes in Crozier's rooms, followed by 
the chase through the narrow streets, perhaps also the old associ- 
ations awakened by the sight of Crozier, old memories of advent- 
ure recalled by the unger's voice, cool and steady as it always was 
in time of peril, awakened within him the semi-dormant spirit of 
restlessness. ' 

This spirit was upon him now as he hurried through the keen 
morning air. But also the influence of Samuel Crozier was with 
him still ; the only influence that had ever remained with him for 
an appreciable space of time ; an influence exercised by no other 
man hitherto. 

The runaway sailor was grateful, and he imagined that his grati- 
tude was called forth only by the service rendered to him ten 
hours before; but it was not so. The debt he acknowledged was 
that of a lifetime; the influence that subjugated him had not 
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been acquired in s few mioutes, by a single act; it was the fruit 
of raanj deeds, the result of a great eSort ; and it uras the only 
good iDfluence in William Holdsworth's life. He carried it with 
him through the dajs that were to corae, and in all human proba- 
bility was a better and a happier man for the burden of it 

But as he walked across the heatb his mind was filled with an- 
other thought not totally unconnected with Sam Crozier. The 
singer had told him in very plain language that Elma Valliant 
mast not be molested by bis atteutions, and now that the spirit 
of adventure had hold of him (for it is like fever and ague, which 
may he allayed but never killed), he knew that he did Dot love 
her. In his strange, capricious nature there was a crooked desire 
at work which may perhaps have led to this conclusion by reason 
of the feeling that he was at liberty now to love and woo her 
(Sam Crozier having no further authority in the matter), and 
therefore the wish to do so was no longer so strong. The incen- 
tive of competition, or rather of pugnacity, no longer urged him 
to give other men trouble for his own amusement. 

And in seeking to acconnt for what followed, let as give 
him credit for good feeling, for a real honest desire to repair 
harm done. We cannot, or we do not, often give others credit 
for the best motives — in fact we usually assign the worst, with 
reason, you will say. Perhaps it ia so. But let us give William 
Holdsworth the benefit of the doubt in this case ; let us pretend 
for once to believe that there is a little elementary, sedimentary 
good in hnman uatore. Of course his action was impulsive; the. 
words he spoke to one who listened to them greedily enough 
were dictated by a mere passing iufluence, a flighty warmth of 
gratitude. But impulsive good is better than no good at all. 
Had he been given time to deliberate, it is probable that a pru- 
dent reticence would have been the result. But it happened that 
as he walked home that morning, with the excitement of the pre- 
vious day still thrilling through his being, with gratitude still 
warming his heart, and with the singer's infiaence still upon him, 
he met Elma Valliant. Not only did he meet her, but circnm- 
stancea threw him into her individual society for some length of 
time. 

Taking advantage of his absence, £lma had bethought herself 
of driving over to see old Mr. and Mrs. Holdsworth, and had 
chosen this bright cold morning to do so. Had she seen Willy 
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HoldBworth on tlie road in front of lier, it is probable that slie 
wonid have pulled up her self-willed pony and turned him round, 
but this chance of avoiding him was not afiorded ber. Her road 
ran at right angles to bis, and be reached the corner before she 
did, but the sound of wheels made him turn, and the recognition 
was mutual and instaataaeouB. There was nothing for bini to do 
but Btaod and wait for her at the cross-roads ; there was nothing 
for her but to drive on. 

He raised his hat with a grave smile, aod with quick feminine 
instiDct she gave a little sigb of relief as she acknowledged his 
salutation. She saw at once that a new bamor was upon him — 
his mood leaned neitber towards love-making nor merrymaking ; 
he was therefore not dangerous, and might even be pleasant. His 
eyes were steadier, and bis erect carriage firmer, hut beyond these 
details there was something else — something vagae and indefinite 
— which rendered him more manly th^n he bad ever been in her 
sight before. 

They had not spoken since a certain evening when events had 
occurred in a conservatory such as may be of small account in a 
man's life, while tbey leave a girl Bomewbat different, marking 
ber existence with an immovable mile-stone which is almost a 
turning-point. 

She drew up with a little smile quite free from embarrassment, 
and held out her gauntleted band. I wonder if any of us will 
ever quite understand a woman ! It seemed impossible that the 
last time these two bad met he had made base nse of bis manly 
superiority of strength to kiss her gainst ber will. Yet she re- 
membered each detail — even to a emahed flower and deranged 
lock of hair — better than he did, as she smiled innocently into 
bis face. 

"This is an inglorious way of returning to the paternal roof," 
she said, lightly. 

" Yes," he answered, after the fashion of a man who is speak- 
in); of one thing and thinking of another ; " yes, they will be sur- 
prised to sec me." 

"Yon have come earlier than you intended, have you not?" 
she asked. 

" Yes, Eima," he said, and there was a new gravity in bis voice 
which made her look suddenly at him, instead of towards tbe 
pony. 
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" I thought so," she mnrmured, in & tone which invited hira to 



I again," he said, moving restlessly from one foot to 
the other ; " I cannot stand this country-aqnire life any longer." 

Elma strolced the back of her pony thoughtfully with the end 
of the whip, but made no comment. 

" I am glad we met," he added. " I wanted to see yoo." 

For a moment the girl was nneasy, then her eyes met his, and 
she saw that there was, no cause for any such feeling. He made 
no attempt to explain his outburst of passion on the last occasion 
of their meeting, but simply ignored it. This method is scarcely 
recommendable to yoang men of impressionable hearts, although 
in this exceptional case it was perhaps the best thing Holdsworth 
could hare done. Bat, as a rale, it is very dangerous to ignore 
having once told a woman that you loved her. Apologize — 
tell lies — mate excuses — humble yourself, but do not ignore it! 
Whether she loves yon or not, she will never forgive such a sin 
as that. 

" I have something to tell yon," he went on to say, moving 
away a few steps, and laying his hand upon the horse's broad 
back where the whip had been a few moments before. "Shall I 
tell yoa now — on the king's highway — or shall I wait till tbc in- 
spiration goes from me, and never tell you at all f ' he asked, with 
a slight smile iu bis blue eyes as they rested candidly on her 
pnzsled young face. She raised her glance to his, meeting him 
kindly, sweetly, inscrutably. 

" Perhaps yon had better decide," she said, incisively, " so 
much depends upon what it is that you have to tell me." 

He stroked the sleek pony reflectively, then without looking 
towards her he spoke with a certain continuous deliberation which 
allowed of no interruption. 

" I do not know," he said, " what you have heard about me — 
about my past life, I mean. Probably a little truth, and a good 
many lies. I don't want to know. Bat there are a few things I 
should like you to hear before I go away, because it often hap- 
pens that the truth is not so bad as uncontradicted exaggerations 
which may be only half believed. I won't trouble you with de- 
tails. Many of them arc not pleasant, and some there are which 
are better snppressed. People say, Elma, that there is no such 
thing as bad-luck. Never believe that, never believe that a man 
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has only himself to blame for what comes to him ! There is 
somethiDg else at work — aomething raising or lowering his life, 
quite beyond his reach, quite outside his power. Call it by what 
name yon like— Providence with a big P or luck with a small 1 — 
the result is the same as far as onr lives are coDcerned. Mine has 
not been quite a success, 1 suppose. In fact, it has been an utter 
failure." 

He laughed shortly, and defied her to contradict him by a 
quaintly humorous glance which was really somewhat pathetic 

" Is it not," she suggested, " rather premature to gice a judg- 
ment yett" 

" I doubt it," be replied, " unless luck changes." 

With ready tact she avoided raising a discussion respecting the 

much-maligned little trord, which he repeated so often with a 

certain cynicism. Whatever she may have thought, she silently 

acquiesced in his theory that human lives are laid out upon a fa- 

■ talistic, immovable plan which no earthly influence can alter. 

" I can honestly say," he continued, " without thought of com- 
plaint or irreverence, that I have had luck dead against me from 
the beginning. Of coarse I have been to blame; but really, 
Elma, really and truly, on my word as — let as say ' a gentleman ' 
jnst for once, I have bad consistent bad-lack all through, and peo- 
ple soon recognize an unlucky man. Tbey won't help him, and 
often they won't employ bim. But — there has been one man. 
In all these last ten years of steady progress downhill, I have 
only passed one man who made a grab at me. And ho did more ; 
he came down a little, and tried to haul me up again. Time af- 
ter time he succeeded, time after time I slipped again ; bnt be 
never turned from me. He never lost patience, and never, while 
our lives were thrown together, gave up the attempt. But he 
grew hard — bard and unmerciful — he lost faith in me at last 
Perhaps be is by nature what is called a hard man. But I know 
that be spares himself as little as he spares others. Things have 
been bad ; Elma, I have been farther down the hill than I like to 
think of when I am near yon ; but if it had not been for that 
man I should not have been here now. I should not have had 
the chance that I have before me now, of trying my lack again. 
I was once a sailor — " 

He stopped speaking. The reins which had hitherto been ly- 
ing loosely upon the pony's back had suddenly been drawn tight 
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He glanced at ber, and saw a slight flush upon her cheeks. Her 
features were too still to be quite natural. 

" You bave guessed nho it is," he said, slowly. 

" Yes," she answered, looking past him acioss the heath — 
" Sam Crozier." 

" How do ;ou know !" he asked, sharply, with a ring of emo- 
tion in his voice which was very near akin to pwn. " What made 
you guess? Surely he has not told you." 

"No," she answered. "No, He has told me nothing. It 
was a mere guess." 

" But there must haye been something — something to make 
yon guess" — suspiciously. 

" It never occurred to me before this moment to think that 
you might have met before, but I have always noticed some 
points of resemblance. You hold yourselves in the same way, 
and — and you both use your hands quite differently from other 
men. I suppose it comes from having been s^lors." 

" We were shipmates," said Holdsworth, as if that explained 
everything. "He has done more for me and attempted more 
than any man on earth ; and I suppose it is the natural conse- 
quence that, now that it is too late, I would sooner have Sam 
Crozier's esteem than that of any man. At first be began by 
liking me, I honestly believe. When I got into trouble he pitied 
me and still believed in mo ; now he simply despises me." 

" Are you not," she asked, softly, " making out the worst case 
you can against yourself, Willy ! I do not think that Mr. — that 
he despises you. He is too just to despise any man." 

"It is his justice that does it," answered Holdsworth, with an 
awkward laugh. "Unfortunately he has a right to treat me as 
he does. He cannot understand weakness of any description — 
and I suppose T am weak. I know that I cannot rely upon my- 
self. The desire to do the proper thing is there right enough, 
but when the time comes I somehow cannot do it. Lack Is 
against me, and " — here he shrugged bis shoulders — " I suppose 
I am weak. At least, Crozier thinks that I am ; 1 can see that" 

Elma was puzzled. This ex-sailor was beyond ber grasp of 
character. He had puzzled a much deeper thinker than she, for 
Crozier had striven in vain to get at the man's real inner self. 
There was much good, and really very little that was bad in Will- 
iam Holdsworth, but the blend was so irregular that evil seemed 
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to predominate. He made the most of his bad qualities, as un- 
ambitious men are in the habit of doing; and with his virtues he 
made a very pooT shoir. Moreover, he was disappointed in life, 
and somewhat bored; taking a queer delight in boasting of his 
own failures. 

"Holdsworth,"Crozier had once said to him from the quarter- 
deck nhen they were both in oil-skins, which sometimes covers 
gold-lace and its sabtle differences at sea, " you want ballast. 
You would be better for it in fair weather as well as in foul." 

A few words spoken in kindly praise — shouted, rather, for a 
typbooD raged round them, and the air was seething — at the suc- 
cessful termination of a wild feat aloft which made Holdsworth's 
name known on every ship of the China squadron. " The fellow 
who cut away the Willow-wren's fore-topmast," they said, on the 

qnarter-deck. "The d d fool who went aloft in a typhoon," 

they grumbled in the forecastle. 

" I do not think that he is a hard man," pleaded Elma, ezamio- 
ing the lash of her whip. 

" He was a strict disciplioarian at sea." 

" But is that the same thing f ' asked the girl. " A disciplina- 
rian is as hard apon himself as opon other men." 

" Yes — he never spared himself. But he does not make the 
least allowance for difference of temperament. He forgets that 
other men are not like himself — not cool and self-suppressing — " 

" I do not think that yon understand him," Interrupted she, 
tbonghtfully. 

"He does not understand me." 

Then the quick-witted girl began to snspect that the sailor's 
, words were not prompted by ill-feeling. He spoke against his 
former officer in a peculiar, insincere way, as if seeking to lay the 
blame upon another for something that had come between them. 
She felt that the spirit of enmity had no place here. There was 
another influence at work, and instinctively she hit very near the 
mark. There was in her mind no definite thought that Holds- 
worth was suffering under the sting of unsatisfied gratitude. 

"But," said she, "you tell me that he has done a great deal 
for you — that he has helped you, and — and that you are grateful 
to him." 

She was watching his face now, and saw the contraction of his 
lips ; the pained, dissatisfied gleam in his bine eyes as he looked 
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acroas the heath, seeing DOthing. And with a woman's qnick 
warm sympathy she pitied him. She know then, and never af- 
terwards deviHtcd from the convlctioD, that Sam Crozier had made 
a mistake. The singer, in his strong manliness, treated Holds- 
worth as his own equal : treated him as a man strong in his coo- 
victions, steady in his purpose ; giving him credit for two quali- 
ties which he was without. She felt that there were passages ia 
the lives of this man and of Samuel Crozier of which she knew 
nothing, and of which she would in all probability never learn the 
details ; but instinctive judgment (a woman's monopoly) told her 
that by some warp the better nature of William Holdsworth had 
never had fair play. 

" Yes," he answered, gravely, " he has done more for me than 
I can tell you of ; more than he thinks, but not more than I real- 
ize. And what is the result from his point of view ! He looks 
upon me now, at this moment, as an outcast, a. hopeless vagabond, 
a failure. He will never believe to his dying day that I have 
really tried to do better — not from instinctive desires, not from 
fear of the law, but in order to show him that hi» pains and his 
— great — kindness have not been thrown away. Whenever I try 
to show him this I fail. Whenever I come to him, it is not to 
hold out my hand and tell him that he can take it withoat fear 
or shame; it is to ask his help. Only last night, Elma — not 
twelve hours ago — I — was forced to go to him. He never sus- 
pected what it cost me to do so; he never cared whether I 
thought of killing myself first or not All he knew and all he 
saw was an outcast, a runaway, a criminal, and he never cared to 
look deeper." 

He stopped and looked towards her suddenly, anrprising a soft 
and almost tearful look in her eyes. He was telling it simply as 
a story — a mere relation of facts ; but she saw the weary pathos 
of it, and tbe old time-worn limit that foils all bnman attempts 
to make human life a better thing than it is. 

" It is a long story," he said, apologetically ; " I don't know 
why I should trouble you with it." 

" Go on," she answered ; " I am listening." 

"Yet," continued Holdsworth, "he helped me. He deliberate- 
ly broke the law to save nie. And as usual he succeeded — Cro- 
zier always succeeds in the end. When I tried to thank him he 
shut me up — brutally. When I talked of gratitude he laughed." 
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The s^lor laagbed bitterly, and wait«d for her coramcQt 

" How utterly," ehe said, at leogth, very gently — " how utterly 
yon have misunderstood each other !" 

"I suppose he is right," continued Holdaworth, after a pause; 
"I suppose he is quite right. Of what possible value can iny 
tlianks be to him ! What difference can it make to such a man 
aa Orozier whether a vagabond be grateful to him or hate him!" 

Ah Vanity, Vanity ! The wise old Preacher caught yon cen- 
turies ago. And still you flit about among human motives, touch- 
ing them all, branding them all with your evil mark 1 

So Elma learned it at last. At last she reached the root of the 
affair, the base of the widening gulf that lay between two brave 
men. And there, of course, she found Vanity. 

" He told me," continued the sailor, " that he did not do it for 
my sake, but for tiie sake of the ship." 

Elma almost smiled, the detail was so like Grozier. He bad an 
aggravating way of screening himself behind a false motive. He 
might profess to have helped his shipmate for old associations' 
sake ; be might even persuade himself that bis motive was no 
higher ; but Elma thought she knew better. She knew Samuel 
Crozier too well to believe that. 

" Aud you believed him ?" she asked, incredulously. 

" Yes ; he meant it," 

Elma shook ber head with petulant impatience. 

"Some day," be went on to say, "be will mention my name, 
and you may haveau opportunity of telling him what I have told 
you. I should like to tell all the world, because people do not 
know what Samuel Crozier is. You may tell every one that a 
BCamp once said that he was the finest and the best man, the 
ablest seaman and the truest gentleman that be ever met. And, 
Elma, remember that scamps see the best side of human nature. 
If you should ever speak of me, don't tell him of any protesta- 
tions of mine. Simply say that I have gone away to try again. 
If ever I come back it will not be as, what Tom calls, ' a returned 
empty.' I shall come back with clean hands, or not at all. Now, 
he does not refuse to shake Lands, but he never offers to." 

He smiled v^ueiy, and moved away a little with his band up- 
raised towards his faat. But Elma stopped him, 

" Shall I not see you again before you go !" 

"No!" 
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She held out ber band nitb a pretty little air of bravado. 

" Good-bye, then, and good-lnck." 

He returned and took ber fingei-s within bis. 

"God bless you, Elma!" he mumbled, awkwardly ; "yon are 
more charitable than Crozier." 

Then he raised his hat and left ber. She turned and drove 
home slowly, meditating over men aod their ways. A week ago 
tins man had told her, with all appearance of sincerity and truth, 
that be loved her ; and she knew now, without shred of doubt or 
misconception, that be had never loved her at all. This was the 
text of her meditations. 



CHAPTER XXVIII. 



Ladt Firton'b ball was, as usual, fixed for the Thursday after 
Easter. This function was an annual affair, and young couples 
wondered in that suggestive and dangerously melancholy manner 
which is the result of supper and bad air bow many times they 
had danced together in her ladyship's drawing-room. 

Ah, those balls ! How many a tragedy has worked itself out 
while the musicians rubbed their hands together and rested during 
the pauses ! How many a breaking heart baa whirled round a 
brilliantly lighted room, and how many bright eyes have grown 
brighter or suddenly dim in sequestered corridors and twilight 
conservatory 1 How many tears have been brushed aside with 
tiny lace handkerchiefs never woven for else than ornament! 
It is better, however, to take these entertainments as they are. 
The smiling faces must assuredly belong to bappj careless hearts. 
The brilliant toilets, the gay light flimsy dresses must of course 
cover healthy young bodies untouched by disease or illness. 
Young, happy, careless, thoughlleaa — let tliem dance. , Let band 
clasp hand, and arm encircle waisL Let the old buffers like 
you and me, mon ami, lean against the wali and talk to the dowa- 
gers, without seeking to look beneath the suiface of things. Only 
— only there is an uncomfortable memory behind this pen. Not 
ancient history by any means — not an old-time story improved 
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by the croat of years — for it has lived only twelve hoars — a few 
ehort night and morning honrs ^o. There waa the asual brilliant 
room. The gay dresses were there, and the smiling faces. I did 
not know many of them — only half a dozen or so. And yet I know 
of tears — two of those young faces were wet with them during 
the evening. And the other side^the black-coated side of the 
question ! I see a life made and another marred. All this be- 
tween the conventional honrs of nine o'clock post meridian and 
two in the morning. Assuredly it is better to keep to the surface 
of things. 

To Lady Firton's ball was usually bidden the latest literary star, 
and a choice selection ot lions. This was not becansc her lady- 
ship (a sensible little woman, with a romantic heart of her own) 
loved lions, but because she recognized the wisdom of providing 
them, just as much as she knew that ices and lemonade were 
necessary. 

Elma Yalliant was one of her ladyship's most reliable young 
ladies. She always came to town immediately before the ball, 
and spent two or three days among flowers and carpetless rooms, 
making herself generally useful. The squire and Mrs. Valliant 
nsoally stayed with other friends, and appeared among the first 
arrivals. 

Tom, of coarse, was invited, and Sam Crozier was an habitue 
of the house, and a special friend of the clever and successful 
diplomatist, Sir Thomas Firton, who was reputed to speak eleven 



On this occasion, however, Tom Valliant refused. To Lady 
Firton he made a conventional excuse. To Crozier he laughingly 
declared that his dancing days were done, and to Elma be would 
say nothing serious at all, merely turning oS her questions with a 
joke. With the crowd Crozier arrived. He made a semi-sarcastic 
boast of passing anywhere with the crowd, among which, how- 
ever, he was never a nonentity, try as he might 

Through the cmsh he ultimately made his way to Elma's side, 
and as he shook hands noticed that she was wearing white ste- 
phanotis, sent to ber, no doubt, by Tom. 

" Are you really alone C she asked. " Has Tom not come )" 

"No; he has not come." 

"Why, I wonder 1" 

" I don't know at all," he answered, carelessly, for be thonglit 
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that Elraa knew more about it than himself. "May I have a 
dance f" he continaed, holding out his hand for her card. 

With a gracious bnt mechanical little bow she gave it to him, 
and watched his face with a coquettish smile of amuaemeot as 
be studied it gravely. 

" There ia nothing — " he said, oSeriDg to return the card — 
" nothing left" 

She allowed him .a few seconds to express his disappointment, 
but he said nothing, merely standing before ber in silence, hold- 
ing out the card. 

" All those," she said, confidentially, at length, " marked T. Y. 
are at your disposal — to choose from, I mean." 

Sbe turned sway from him to speak to some one else, leaving 
ber programme in his possession, and he heard her say that sbe 
had no dances left disengaged. 

" Did you keep these for Tom !" he asked, incautioasly, when 
she turned to him again. 

"Yes," she answered, indignantly, "bnt he has not come to 
claim them ; so," she added, " yon may take yonr choice." 

"Withont a word he gave her back the card. Over the deli- 
cately traced letters T. V. he had on all three occasions written 
deeply the initials S. C, 

She saw what he had done, and slipped the card into the front 
of her dress, with a little langh expressive of snggested reraon- 
strance. 

"Is that all right f he asked, gravely, before moving away 
to shake hands with Sir Thomas Firton. 

** No," she answered, in the same tone, with, however, a little 
twinkle of mischief lurking beneath her lashes. " No, I should 
think it is wrong." 

And with a slow smile and murranred " Thank yon " he went 
away, moving through the crowd laboriously, for he had many 
greetings to acknowledge and exchange. This he did with quiet 
geniality, and a sublime unconsciousness of being the most pop- 
ular man in the room. 

Later, when he came to claim his first dance, be found Elma 
in the same dangerous humor ; coquettish and kind by turns, 
sweetly grave and mischievously gay alternately. 

"Why did Tom not come!" she asked, imperiously, as she 
took the singer's arm. The question implied plainly that she 
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tind by do means forgotten that this waltz belonged by rights to 
her cousin. 

"Goodness kooirs," he answered, sbrggging his shoulders 



" Cest posrible, but — do you?'' 

" No ; I have not the least idea. He does not care mach for 
dancing, I believe." 

They began waltzing, and the floor was crowded, so the con- 
versation dropped for a few moments. 

" Have you seen him to-day ?" she asked, presently. 

" Yes, I saw him for a few minntes," 

" In town f ' she asked. 

" Yes." 

" At Myra'sJ" she persisted, 

" Ye-es," he answered, with some alight hesitation. 

At this moment the crowd suddenly increased. It was almost 
a block, but Crozier detected an outlet, and escaped through it, 
reversing and steering admirably. When they were upon a 
clearer floor he laughed. 

" They seem to be rather jammed in that comer," he observed, 
in a lighter tone, which had the effect of driving away the 
gravity which had come into Elma's eyes. 

" Yes," she answered, " we are well out of it, thanks to your 
seamanlike manceuvre. I suppose that is part of your discarded 
profession !" 

" What — getting out of a tight placet" 

"Yes." 

" It is better never to get in," he replied, gravely- 

" By -the- way," she said, with apparent lack of Gequence, "do 
you know that Willy Holdsworth has gone away again!" 

" The young fellow," he suggested, with innocent interrogation, 
" who lived with his father and mother near Goldheath ?" 

She did not answer, but looked up with peculiarly unsteady lips 
into his eyes. He could not nnderetand at all the expression of 
her face. It was a strange mixture of suppressed laughter and 
something else — something very different, which he could not 
define. 

" Yon are splendid," she said, with a faint suggestion of re- 
proach; "simply splendid." 

For once in his life he was taken aback — all aback, he would 
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have said, technically. After a pause, bowever, he looked dowa 
quizzically at bis own apparel. 

" Yes," he murmured, complacently, " I thint my get-up ia 
very nice." 

She did not langb, but merely gave tbe faintest of smiles as a 
tribute to hia wit 

" If ever," sbe s^d, " I am overburdened with a secret ; ii I 
feel that I must tell somebody or— or die, I will choose yon ; 
yon are lite a well." 

" With Truth bidden in it )" be asked. 

" Yes," sbe answered, guilelessly, " moat certwnly ; with TVntb 
hidden in it." 

" Thank you," he said, ^rily ; " but please explain. Yon mast 
lemember tjiat I am a little dense. I am not a quick thinker — 
like Tom." 

There was contradiction written in her eyes; but she said 
nothing for some moments. At last she made a little movement, 
dragged slightly upon his arm, which he promptly and correctly 
read as a su^estion to stop. They passed ont of the room into 
a smaller apartment where all was quiet. 

" Willy Holdsworth," she then said, " spoke to me before he 
went away." 

" Oh !"— doubtfully. 

"He gave me a slight sketch of the career — the downward 
career — of a rolling Btone," 

" Eash man," suggested Crozier, uncomfortably. 

Sbe looked at him gravely, almost impatiently. 

"I have acknowledged," sbe s^d, "that you are splendid; ia 
it necessary for yon to keep it up any longer V 

"That depends," he answered, unabashed, with a deprecating 
smile, "upon how much he told yon." 

"I think he told me everything — suppressing only a few de- 
tails unfit for my delicate attention." 

Still Crozier looked Qmharrassed and somewhat donbtful. 

"You can dispense with the bushel" — looting at, him with 
grave meaning. 

" It is an article," he returned, " of which I make little nse. My 
light may flicker, but it is fnily exposed to the public gaze." 

She shook her head in contradiction. 

"That is hardly the pure and simple tmth. On several occar 



.coy Google 



THE BUSHEL RAISED. 201 

siona I have come suddenly apoa good that bas been dono by 
stealth. You need not deny it. I like doing it very mach In- 
deed." 

He moyed restlessly, and looked round the room in a vague, 
smiling way. The exhausted dancers were now appearing in 
coDples seeking seats. 

"Please do not look so very solemn," be pleaded, in a lowered 
voice. "These observant people will think that we have been 
quarrelling, or — " 

He stopped suddenly. 

"Or what)" 

" Or boring each other." 

Elma langbed, but made no further answer. For some mo- 
menta they sat without speaking, then Grozier moved briskly, 
drawing in his legs and sitting forward. 

" This is not ball-room behavior," be remarked. " We should 
be talking weather very gravely, or nonsense noisily. At all events, 
we onght to smile vapidly and look pleased with onrselves." 

Ignoring these weighty snggestions, she spoke in the same 
serious strain. 

" He sent a message to you, Sam. That is why I mentioned 

" Indeed I" — with some interest. " What was it V 

" He asked me to tell you that be has gone away to try again ; 
that is all." 

Crozier bnished aside his mustache by a quick movement of 
his hand, first to one side and then to the other. It was a habit 
with him upon the platform, or when he wished to tbink deeply. 
He always began to sing with that quick movement of the band. 

"Nothing more!" he asked. 

"No; nothing more." 

He sat gazing thoughtfully across the room at nothing in par- 
ticular, while in his deep-set eyes there came a melancholy, dis- 
satisfied expression, such as always shows itself upon the face of 
a man who is looking back over a past that might have been im- 
proved. Of course we all have such a view behind ua. Cela va 
gam dire. But bow many of us look, and how many recognize' 
the mistakes that have been made? There was no actual re- 
morse in Crozier's heart. Indeed, he would have acted in the 
same way in like circumstances again. It was an unfortunate 
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chance — that was all — that a strong man shonld liave become 
the benefactor of a weak one who was no coward. With cour- 
age Samuel Crozier expected to find steadfastness, and found it 
not. From him Holdswortb looked for a tolerance nnnatoral in 
a self-jndging, self-suppressing man. The disappointment was 
mutnal, and its inflnenco stronger upon the characters of the two 
s»lors than one would have imagined. It almost seemed that 
they had not met npon the broad highway of life by mere acci- 
dent There was something more thao chance in the drawing 
together of these two men — hoth born on Goldheath — upon the 
high sess. 

We mnst simply acknowledge that human influence goes for 
naught in this existence. Man's work unto man is nothing, else 
why should Crozier have failed in his attempt, pure enough and 
disinterested, to benefit a straggler npon the highway ! Why 
shonld they have parted in haste in the Blackfriars' Bridge Road 
never to meet ^ain — never to learn that each had done some 
good unto the other, that the misunderstanding between their 
finite hearts was also finite! 

Elma knew that there was woman's work to do here — for 
women were most assuredly intended to patch np man's faulty 
oatnre, to bring men together and soften the grating angles. 
But she recoiled before the task, which was utterly beyond her 
powers. She oonld only teil Samuel Crozier what had happened. 
To influence him directly was more than she couid accomplish, 
though she almost fell herself within reach of the misunder- 
standing. She could almost lay her hand npon the fault, and 
say, "This or that have yon done wrong;" but something held 
her back — some strange shyness. And so she attempted nothing. 

Presently there was a movement among the guests, and Cro- 
zier rose from his seat, offering his arm. In a Cinderella dance 
men seek their partners early, and so there is no time to be lost 

As they crossed the room together Crozier looked down at his 
companion, and said, in an explanatory tone : 

" There is much good In Holdswortb, I am sure ; but somehow 
he has been unfortunate. The good has not yet had an opportn- 
nity of coming out" 

She made no answer; indeed, she could not do bo, because her 
partner for the next dance was standing before her. 

They did not again talk of William Holdswortb during the 
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erening. There nere other sabjocte which interested them, and 
when tbey parted at the end of their last dance together, they did 
80 nierrilj and unconcernedly. She upbraided him for laziness 
in going home so early, aod he laughingly replied that there was 
now nothing to retain him at the ball, which compliment she ac- 
knowledged with a gay nod. 

There was no slightest premonition, no instinctive foreknowl- 
edge that they were to meet again before the dawn of the next 
day. Aa usual, Crozier waa gravely ready to fall into any humor 
that might be influencing her; as usual, she was gay and incom- 
prehensible. 

He elbowed bis way throngb the throng with the little half- 
coquettish nod and the glance of the defiant eyes still in his 
memory, and he did not know that she was watching him while 
she talked to her partner. 

Without attracting undue attention be made his way out of 
the house. He never quite defined the feeling that prompted 
him to leave Lady Firton's so early. Such a proceeding was ■ 
contrary to custom, for he was not a blase man at all, and being 
an enthusiastic dancer as well as a keeper of very late bours, he 
was usually among the last to leave. The cheery little hostess 
did not fail to notice his early departure, for she had counted 
upon his remaining to the second informal supper after the 
guests had left 

He had a vague intention of " looking up " Tom Yalliant — not 
such a difficult task in their small bohemian world as one would 
imagine. 

When he had passed down the broad stone steps into the dark 
sqnare he found a long file of deserted cabs. The men were con- 
gregated together in the middle of the road, and in a moment the 
singer saw the reason of it. To the eastward, over the denser 
parts of London, there hovered in the sky a shimmering glow of 
light. 

With that easy sense of intercourse with a lower class which 
moBt men learn at sea, Crozier joined the gronp. 

"A fire?" he said, interrogatively. 

"Teasir," answered a man near to him, "and a big un, too." 

The sky was all rosy, while the glow rose and fell nnsteadily. 
Observing this, a yonng cabman took his pipe from his lips and 
expectorated energetically. 
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" See it jampin' !" he observed. " That shows it's near." 

" It's in the Strand, that's my opinion," said a gruff voice in 
the background. 

"I believe it is," rejoined Crozier; "somewhere near Bratton 
Street, I am going in that direction — who will drive me) — a 
hansom, I mean." 

" I'm your man, Mr. Crozier," said a young fellow who, with 
the keenness of his race, had recognized the singer ; " I'm first on 
the rank, and a good horse too." 

Crozier followed the oah-driver, and in a fen minates whs roll- 
ing throQgh qaiet streets towards the Strand. He had directed 
the man to drive to Myra's, and proceeded to light the inevitable 
cigar — no easy task in a brisk south-easterly breeze. 



CHAPTER XSIX. 

THE FIRK. 



Cbozixb was right. The fire was in Bratton Street. Uore- 

over, it was at Myra's. Fortnnately the theatre traifio had been 
disposed of before that stent lady b^an rating out her grill with 
a crooked poker. 

Mishaps of all descriptions have a peculiar way of appearing 
almost impossible before the event, and absurdly easy after. The 
front of the grill fell out, and the burning coals rolled upon the 
floor. One reached as far as the cartain of the inner bar, which 
blazed up at once. In a few moments it was wrenched from its 
rings by Tom Valliant from within, bnt the thin, heavily var- 
nished wood-work was already alight. Still it would have been 
quite possible to pass unhurt through the blazing door-way. But 
Tom did not attempt it Through the smoke and flame the occu- 
pants of the outer bar, with whom was now a policeman, saw him 
return to Syra. The girl was a prisoner behind the curved bar, 
surrounded by brilliant bottles, decanters, and gksses. Against 
the little door-way at the far end of the counter, the flap of which 
Syra had already raised, was a heavy box containing bottles of 
mineral water, and this she was in vain attempting to push aside. 
When she did not come to his side, Tom glanced over his sfaoul- 
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der and saw the reasoD of bar delay. Then he langbed — actually 
laughed, with the smoke and flames rising all round him. 

" Wait a second I" he cried, and leaving the burniDg curtain on 
the floor, he went to her rescue. 

In the mean time the policeman waa bravely fighting in the 
outer bar, but the fire spread terribly. A living cinder bad fallen 
among a pile of newspapers beneath the counter, and these were 
now blazing, while the thin wood-work crackled. The man had 
nothing but his wate^p^oof cape, and with this he was endeavor- 
ing to stifle the flames, but his hands were badly burned, and he 
waa half stupefied and blinded by the acrid smoke that came from 
the varnished wood. 

Myra it was who, standing behind the policeman, still grasping 
the crooked poker, saw that the two occupants of the inner bat 
could not pass out because the floor waa alight. 

" You cannot get through now," she shrieked, " Gro back — go 
np-stairs !" 

" Yes," cried the policeman, as he staggered back baffled and 
blinded, " yes, go back — go up-stairs !" 

Seizing bis arm, Myra dragged the man out into the street. 
The outer bar was no longer tenable. Already there was a cor- 
don of policemen forming a semicircle round the blazing house, 
and keeping back the excited crowd. 

" Is there anybody in the house )" asked an inspector, hurriedly. 

" Yes," answered Myra, gasping ; " there's two. They've gone 
up-stairs." 

The inspector stepped back and looked up anxiously at the 
windows. Through those on the first floor came a dull red gleam, 
showing that the flames had penetrated the ceiling of the ground- 
fioor. Then he spoke a few words to a policeman near him, who 
immediately pushed his way through the crowd, and ran up the 
street in the direction of Covent Garden. 

The inspector returned to Myra, who stood silently wringing 
her hands in the semicircle formed by the policemen. 

"Have yoQ much spirit in cask in the house!" be asked. 

"Yea. There's forty gallons of whiskey in the cellar ander 
the bar; and there's over a hundred dozen of different spirits in 
the two bars and the cellar." 

The inspector tugged at his chiu-atrap, and glanced uneasily up 
and down the street 
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" Any paraffiaef he inqnired, sharplj. 

" No !" 

" Nor guDpowdei?" 

" No 1 What would I be doing with gnnpowderf 

A hoarse shout at the corner where Bratton Street joined the 
Strand interrupted them. This was immediately recognized by 
the crowd, and greeted with a cheer. The crowd fell back, and 
the first engine, a "^team," with gleaming brass funnel, pulled np 
with a rattle of chains. The men were oS before the horses had 
recovered themselves, and in an incredibly short space of time the 
hose was ran out, while two men ran with a lighter pipe to the 
nearest hydrant The crowd cheered again. They were getting 
eiccited, and the inspector sent a messenger for more men. In a 
few moments three more engines arrived, and suddenly the as- 
sembled multitude raised a great ringing cheer, which completely 
drowned the hoarse grunting of the steam-engine, which was now 
at work, literally jumping at each throb of the pump. 

The reason of the shout was that Tom Yalliant had appeared 
at the second story window. Some broken glass falling at his 
feet apprised the inspector of this, and he stepped back into the 
middle of the street The window was small, and Tom was 
breaking away the frame for greater convenience in getting ouL 
When the cheer had died away, a dozen hoarse voices were raised, 
each shouting different instructions. The inspector of police was 
now placed in a secondary position by the arrival of a district 
chief of the fire brigade. The nearest escape had been sent for some 
time ago, but there were as yet no signs of its approach. A few 
minutes more and the two occupants of the small room upon the 
second fioor would be compelled to choose between a jump into 
the blankets already awaiting them, and a retreat to the third floor. 

At this moment a fireman approached bis chief and spoke for 
some moments with him. 

"Well, you can try it," said the chief at length, and he turned 
to make a sign to Tom to rem^n where he was for a few minutes 
more. 'Almost immediately the fireman reappeared. He had in 
his hand a coil of rope sufficiently stout to bear the weight of 
two or three persons. The police had now formed a double 
cordon across the street, completely blocking the traffic, while 
behind their dark forms extended a sea of anxious, ei^er faces, 
upturned to the flames that lit them np luridly. 
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It teemed almost unposaible to throw a rope from the street 
up to the window where Tom Valliant and Syro were waiting, but 
the fireman was an old Dover pier-head hand, who had not thrown 
ropes for five yeare bj day and night in all winds and weathers 
in rain. 

He now mounted on the level top of a manual engine, which 
quivered and throbbed beneath his feet. Then with the old fa- 
miliar " Stand by I" he adjusted the coils. Looking up, he rapid- 
ly measured the distance, and swinging back his whole bodj, he 
ttirew the rope. It whistled through the smoke-laden air, freeing 
its snake-tike coils as it flew. 

" Hurrah ! Hurrah ! Bravo !" 

With one coil to spare, it fell clean into the window, and Tom 
Valliant caught the end. He disappeared into the room for a 
moment and secured the rope. In the mean time the fireman had 
leaped from the manual en^ne. The rope bad to be drawn taut 
in a slanting direction up the hilt. Had it been allowed to hang 
straight down from the window, not only would descent by it 
have been impossible, but it would have been bnmed in a mo- 
ment, because the flames were darting out of the large ground- 
floor window, and the frames of those on the first floor were burn- 
ing, the glass having long ago fallen. 

A hundred willing hands grasped the rope and drew it tight 
A man of ordinary strength could now descend without mnch 
risk, hand-under-hand, swinging in mid-air. It was merely a mat- 
ter of unusual tension on the arms for a few minutes; many 
school-boys would have been willing to undertake it for the fun 
of the thing. 

The upturned faces worked and twitched convulsively, many 
nnemotional men talked hurriedly to themselves, some shouted 
aloud, and others spoke to those around them and were in nowise 
heeded. 

They coold see that Tom Yalliant was explaining to the girl, 
who bad remained singularly calm throughout, how she should 
cling to him. Then she appeared to refuse to burden him with 
her weight, which could not, however, have been very great, be- 
cause, although above the medium height, she was slightly formed. 
She shook her head and appeared to be ui^ing him to go alone. 
They both leaned out of the window and looked up the street, 
evidently in the hope that the fire-escape might be in sight 
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Then the cbief of the fire brigade raised his voice for the first 
Ume, with all the science of a man accustomed to making himself 
heard. 

" Come on, come on, my girl !" he shouted ; " yoa have only a 
minute more !" And the crowd beard every word. 

Yalliant was seen to speak hurriedly, and at last it wonld seem 
that the girl gave in. Again he instructed her how to hold 
firmly on to him, and then climbed half out of the window, with 
oue leg in and the other out. The crowd was silent now, and 
only the throb of the engines rose above the steady roar of the 
fire, while occasionally a distant whistle raug out as the firemen 
called for a greater pressure of water on their hose. 

Valliant tnmed sidewise and stretched out his arms to Sjra in 
order to help her out of the window. With his assistance she 
crept out and took her place beside him, 

"That's right," cried the chief of the firemen, "Never fear." 

Valliant's evident intention was to slip off the window-sill and 
swing from the rope. That first wrench on his arms would be 
the worst Syra was to place her arms round him ; one over his 
shoulder and the other beneath, clasping her iiands firmly to- 
gether, while be gave her what support he could with his legs. 

She had actually thrown her arms round him, and was sitting 
on the very vetge of the window-sill, when Valliant suddenly cried 
out something which was unintelligible to the crowd, although 
the words sounded like " Look out, Syra I" 

Suddenly abandoning bis intention of grasping the rope with 
both hands, he half turned and clutched vaguely and unsteadily 
at the framework of the window. The movement overbalanced 
the girl, whoso hold round him was for the moment loosened, as 
he had fallen back, crushing her hands between himself and the 
brickwork of the window. 

Before any one could Realize what had happened, there was a 
sickening crash upon the wet pavement. Two policemen rushed 
forward, but their inspector motioned them to stop, 

" A blanket," he said, shortly and sharply, " or a sheet. Yon 
mast not try to lift her." 

Veiy tenderly the three big men knelt on the streaming pave- 
ment. For a moment there was a great bush, as the awe-struck 
multitude surged backward and forward, Syra lay very still, and 
made no sound. Silently she had fallen ; silently she lay as the 
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tbree men bent over her — for the; were merely three men now, 
not two policemen in the presence of their saperior officer. The 
daintj figure in its close-fitting black dress wu slightly twisted 
to one side, the rounded arms and deft fingers were limp and 
nerveless. The white, immobile face bore no sign of pain. There 
was no trace to tell, that fear had crisped the features. Tbey 
were indeed perfect now in their great repose, for the sweet mouth 
was DO longer twisted sidenise and upward as if existence were 
an effort. The effort was not needed now, for Syra was dead. 
The infinite tenderness with which she was raised and carried 
away was futile, because earthly pain was hers no more. 

In the mean time Tom Valliant had remained for a moment 
balancing npon the window-sill. Then he fell backward into the 
room. He must have recovered partial consciousness almost at 
once, for he was standing at the window the next minate. With 
one hand he held mechanically to the window-frame, while the 
other was pressed to his breast HJs face was pallid, and his eyes 
qnite dull and lifeless. The effort was nothing more than phys- 
ical, and it seemed as if he did not know where he was. The glare 
was very great now, and he was visible to all. From that sni^ 
of frantic faces a thousand eyes watched bis slightest movement 

The chief of the fire brigade looked anxiously up the street 
"D n that escape 1" he muttered. "Is it never coming!" . 

His qnestion was answered by a distant shout, and the tall, 
weird machinery of the ladder appeared at the summit of the 
short bill. A hundred on-lookers ran to meet it, shouting as they 
went, and pointing to the window where Tom Valliant was. He 
had now fallen forward across the sill. 

As the escape neared the house It began to sway and totter 
from side to side, and the crowd looked up apprehensively. 
Then suddenly a mighty cheer arose. The tall red ladder was 
swaying because a man was already half-way np it, running lightr 
ly up the rungs without, however, touching them with his fingers. 
His hands were round the uprights — a way we are taught at sea. 

The average Englishman is an unemotional being, but he is 
not devoid of that spice of life which is vaguely called the devil. 
He reqaires, however, the society of his fellow-men and the spirit 
of emulation to raise that devil. It is this peculiarity that makes 
liim a good sailor and an excellent soldier ; excitement brings ont 
a sudden fierce enetgy, while the cool, independent man is behind 
14 
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it somewhere ready for an emergency. NevertlieleBB, it often 
happena tbat a crowd of EngHshiDCD la do more Belf-containcd 
and no wiser than a crowd of any other ualJoDality, surpriaiog 
though this may be. 

A trifling incident how drove this mass of people, collected in 
BrattoD Sti'eet, almost frantic with excitement. This vias noth- 
ing more than iLc mere fact that the man who was upon the 
escape in certain peril of Lis life was an Englisli gentleman in 
evening dress, with a white flower gleaming in his button-hole. 

But one of the firemen, an old blue-jacket, had caught a glimpse 
of his face, and saw something more there than a "swell" in 
dress clothes, 

"Boys," he yelled, hoarsely, turning to the crowd, "that's a 

The cry was passed from mouth to mouth, "He's a sailor ! he's 
a sailor 1" and immediately there arose a hundred voices encoar- 
aging him. 

"Stick to it. Jack!" they cried. "Go it^ my hearty! God 
bless ye !" 

" Ay, d n him," mattered the man in chaise of the escape, 

as he looked up to take bis instractions from Sam Crozier far 
above his head ; " he's a sailor, or else he wouldn't ha' been up 
there before me." 

The escape was cautiously wheeled nearer to the house, from 
which the flames were now shooting outward in forked tongues. 
From the window where Tom Valliant'a inanimate body was still 
visible there shone a red glare. The fire bad reached the second 
story, and at any moment the floor might fall in, adding fuel to 
the flaming, sputtering mass of spii'itrsoaked wood on the ground 
where the bar had once been. From the opposite side of the 
street the firemen were playing into the second story windows in 
a vain endeavor to save the floor. 

Perched upon the top of the escape, with his l^;a twined firmly 
among the rungs, Sam Crozier signed with his right hand to those 
below to move the ladder nearer to the burning house. Nearer 
still! Right into the flames! Fast his head seethed and roared 
unheeded the glittering column of water. So great was its force 
that if the fireman made the slightest mistake, swerving to one 
side and hitting him, the shock would undonbtedly have stunned 
him, cansing him to lose his hold. 



.coy Google 



THE VALLEY OF THE SHADOW. 211 

The crowd saw Crozier leaning tonarda the windon with outr . 
Btrctcbed arms, and then there was a tremendons crash, ebaking 
the very earth- A colamn of smoke and flame seemed to envelop 
him, and he was lost to ught The second fioor bad fallen in. 



CHAPTER XXX. 

VAIiKT or THE 8HADOW, 



Fob a moment there was a dead silence, and all stood breath- 
less, while the fire roared and cracked. Then the group of fire- 
meo at the foot of the escape shouted aloud, and the crowd of 
on-lookers, peering over each other's shoulders, saw Crozier stand- 
ing among them with the rescued man in his arms. 

" He is a friend of mine," said the singer to the police-inspect- 
or, who had come forward. " I will take him home. He is not 
barned. It is only a faint Let me have a man to clear the way 
through the crowd." 

Before the stalwart constable, the tightly packed multitude 
made way respectfully, and as Crozier passed they greeted bira 
with rough words of commendation. 

" Well done, ray lad !" they said. " Brayvo ! You're a good 
no, an' no mistake ! God bless you fortbis night's work !" 

Some one had called a cab, and Tom Valliant was lifted in. 
Then the singer tarned to the policeman. 

"Here, constable," he said, in a qnietly commanding way, "I 
want you to take him home. Number 1 1 Lime Court, first floor. 
This is the latch-key. I am going round by St. Antony's to 
bring a doctor, and will be home almost as soon as you." 

The man leaped into the cab, and Crozier gave the driver the 
address ; then he shouldered his way through the crowd and dis- 
appeared in the restless traffic of the Strand. Presently he left 
the busy thoroughfare and made his way through several narrow 
passages at a brisk run. 

"If I can only get there before he is called to attend to Syra," 
he mattered, breathlessly, as he sped along. 

The broad door of St. Antony's was open when he reached it ; 
the night-porter, who touched his bat to Crozier, was directing two 
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policemeD to take the Btrctcber they vrcrc bearing to the end of 
tlie passage !□ front of theio, where a nurse stood waiting. 

" Is Dr. Leonai'i) up-stairs!" asked tbe singer. 

" Yes, sir," replied the porter ; " he's in his room." 

There was a broad-faoed, middle-aged man upon tbe stairs, de- 
scending slowly, with a smile {which waa habitual) on his face. ' 

" Holloa, Sam 1" aaid the gentleman, cheerfully. 

" I say, Martin, old fellow," said Crozier, stopping for a mo- 
tnent, " I am going to take Leonard away for a bit ; you don't 
mind taking bis watch, do yoa!" 

"Not a bit," was the ready answer. "But, tell me, is there 
anything wrong V 

" Valliant !" cried tbe singer, as he sped up-stairs. 

The middle-aged nian whistled softly a single prolonged Dote, 
and continued his nay down-stairs. There was a nurse waiting 
for hira in the passage below. 

Crozier found Wilson Leonard in his room. The young doctor 
was smoking in a deep arm-cbair, and slowly turning the pages 
of a large scientific work which was fixed on a movable rest at- 
tached to the chair. 

" Leonard," said tbe singer, "can you come to Lime Court with 
me at once J" 

The doctor rose from his chair quickly. 

"You, Sam!" he exclaimed. "What's up)" 

" Tom Valliant," waa the reply, " Look sharp, man. Tom is 
insensible ; he wants you badly." 

For a moment tbe singer's ¥oice was unsteady. His deep-set 
earnest eyes hesitated to meet the grave glance of tbe youDg doctor. 
Leonard wasted no time in taking his hat from a peg behind tbe 
door ; then he looked round the room as if in search of something. 

" What is it !" asked Crozier, sharply. 

" My coat." 

" Good God, man, come on 1" cried the singer, almost fiercely. 
" What is a coat compared to a man's life!" 

Wilson Leonard bad known this grave, self-contained man for 
years. They had been together through many untoward inci- 
dents, as through many lighter scenes. He glanced anxiously into 
bis face as be seized bis coat from a chair where it lay. 

"All my instruments are in the pockets," he explained, gently, 
while hia mind was busy with the thought that be had never heard 
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Sam Crozier speak like that before. There \th3 a thrill of some- 
thing which was almost fear in his voice, and Wilson Leonard 
heard it with a sudden and nnaccouotable misgiTing. 

A minute later, they passed down the hospital stairs together, 
and out of the broad door. Crozier was breathing a trifle hard, 
but it was not from the exertion of running. He had succeeded 
in getting Leonard away from St. Antony's without his being 
confronted by the mangled body of Syra; bat there was still the 
news to be told. 

" How did it happen f aaked the doctor, when they were seated 
in a hansom cab. 

" Well, I was not there myself, bat it appears that in the midst 
of great excitement he suddenly fainted. I will tell you after- 
wards ; this beastly cab rattles so much that I cannot make my- 
self heard." 

" Was it at Myra's T 

"Yes," answered Crozier. Then he recollected that the man 
was driving them in the directjon of the fire. He jumped up and 
put his head out. ' 

"Go round by the Embankment, cabby," he shouted; "tbo 
Strand is crammed ; and go hard I" 

The man obeyed the instructions, driving with apparent reck- 
lessDesB at a quick trot down one of the steep and narrow streets 
that lead from the Strand to the Embankment. 

In a few minutes they were in Lime Coutt. Crozier glanced 
up at bis windows and saw that they were fully alight The po- 
liceman had arrived with his burden. 

They fonnd his helmet and cape in the sitting-room, while the 
door of the bedroom stood open. Tom YalJiant was lying on the 
bed when they entered, and the policeman was bending over him, 
loosening his clothes gently. 

"He's still insensible, Mr," said the man, standing erect. 

Wilson Leonard went forward and leaned over the bed. In a 
few moments he learned everything. 

" How long has he been like this 1" be asked. 

"About twenty minutes, sir," answered the constable. 

Then, for the first time since they had entered the room, Cro- 
zier apoke. 

" Mrs. Yalliant, his aunt, one of the few relations he has, is in 
town," he said. " Shall I send for her V 
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" Is she," asked the doctor, without tuming bis attention away 
from his patient, " the sort of peraoti one vould send forf 

"Yes, I think so." 

" Then let her come." 

Crozier passed into the other room, followed by the policeman. 

"I will write a note," he said, "which I want yoa to take out 
and give to a commuiiomMire ; doubtless yon know where to find 
one. Tell him to take a hansom, and drive as hard as he can to 
the address which he will find on the envelope. There is a ball 
in the hoase, bo that he will find them still astir." 

"Eight, sir." 

"In the mean time," continued Crozier, "here is the whiskey- 
bottle, the water is on the sideboard. Help yourself while I write 
the not«." 

" Thank you, sir, I will," was the answer. " Such work ae we 
ha?e had to-night is apt to unsteady a man." 

The singer nodded his head in acquiescence, although his hand 
was as steady as a rock while be wrote : 

" Dear Mb8. Valliant, — Your nephew Tom Is taken serioosly 
ill. . He is here, in my rooms ; and the doctor on hearing that 
you were in town asked me to send for you. Hoping that a 
change for the better will take place before your arrival, 
" I am, yours very truly, 

" Saiicbl Crozmk." 

" It is no good mincing matters with Mrs. Valliant," he re- 
fected, as be folded the letter. " She is not that sort of woman." 

He was thinking of the gray eyes with a ring of darker color 
round the iris. 

The note waa despatched, and Crozier returned to his bedroom. 
Iieonard had drawn forward a chair, and was sitting at the bed- 
side with his fingers clasped round Tom Valliant's wrist. 

" Well V whispered the singer, interrogatively. 

The young doctor shook his head significantly, 

" I am afraid," he answered, " that he is sinking fast." 

And thus they waited for the advent of that dread angel whose 
wings were even now overshadowing them — the doctor seated by 
the bedside, the singer standing beside him silently. There was 
something infinitely pathetic in the utter helplessness of these two 
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helpful men. They could do nothing but wait, each in his char- 
acteriatdc way — Wilson Leonard with grave sympathy, but watch- 
ful, as behoored his profession ; he knew that tbere was no hope, 
but being young he hoped still — Sam Crozier, self- restraining and 
self-contained as asual. During the last hour he had passed 
through what would have been sufficient to shake the nerve of a 
strong man, but this en-sailor knew that there was work for him 
to do yet — work requiring all his tact and all his wonderful nerve. 
He stood there silent in his strength ; not unemotional, not hard- 
hearted or unfeeling, but simply mastering himself. There is in 
some men a calmness which is nothing else than density, and a 
brute-lite incapacity to feel sorrow or joy, but his waa not this. 
His was the outcome of a great courage, and an unusual consid- 
eration for the feelings of others. It was a very sad picture this, 
formed by three men in a quiet bedroom in Lime Court ; but the 
saddest figure in it — ay, sadder than he who lay dying, for he 
was restful — was that of the quiet, capable-looking man standing 
behind the doctor's chair. It may be a mistake, but iu any kind 
of strength I cannot help seeing also pathos. When I look up 
from this paper there is before me a huge fortress practically im- 
pregnable — a thing of which the whole country may be proud. 
But — quite apart from any associations called up by the grim 
muzzles of its cannon — the sight is a sad one. In its long straight 
lines, in the gentle curve of its earthworks, there is distinct pathos. 
And from that fortress, the very embodiment of strength, down 
to Sam Crozier standing with his hands in his pockets watching 
hia friend pass away from all earthly joy and sorrow, there is sad- 
ness in every strong thing. 

They had not long to wait For some time Tom Valliant's 
breathing had been labored and irregular. Presently It simply 
ceased, and the Answer was his — the Answer to the great unend- 
ing "Why)" which haunts every human life. It is hard for us 
to understand why life had been given to him at all, why unusual 
talents had been vouchsafed, why a brave true heart had beat«n in 
his breast, if this were to be the end of it all. 

Here was ambition held back by a terrible certainty of unful- 
filment — talent wasted by the thought that there was nothing to 
work for — love enished by the knowledge that it dare not aak for 
love again. Here was a life denuded of all that makes existence 
a joy, for in that v^ue uncertain promise which we call the fnt- 
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ure lies the germ of hamaa happiness. Imagtoe your own life 
without a future ! Yon cannot — you dare not. This is no ser- 
mon, and it is of human life that I am speaking. Some there 
are who profess to find consolation for all earthly sorrows in an- 
other future far beyond this glimmering shadow we all pursue. 
But with all their resignation, snch worthy and sanctified persons 
look forward to the nearer future as much as we do, who are 
without the pale of holiness. In winter they look forward to the 
spring even as we do — in the spring they pleasantly anticipate 
summer. Moreover, they complain sadly enough when spring is 
late in coming. 

Tom Yalliant's life was like a splendid lamp with too little oil. 
It lacked au essential of which the absence was not apparent to 
the oa-looker. Others may have suspected it, but he knew—iLaew 
infallibly and indubitably — that his existence was without a fut- 
ure. There were indeed times when hope seemed for the mo- 
ment to have overcome science; bat science never dies, and never 
surrenders, she only waits. And so he had to shape his plan of 
life without an aim ; he had to steer his course upon the dark 
waters without a light or port to make for. 

The two living men wondered over these things as they looked 
upon the pallid, calm face of bim whose task was done. There 
was a shadowy, vague smile opou the clean-cut features — even 
death conld not drive that away. And they felt that that indefi- 
nite smile denoted that he had the Answer vouchsafed unto him. 

Presently Dr. Leonard rose from his seat at the bedside. 

" You never told me," he said, " how it happened." 

" No," answered Crozier, looking at his companion in a curious, 
searching way. "No; I will tell you." 

He paused, and withdrawing his bands from his pockets, he 
rubbed them slowly together, palm to palm. This man never at- 
tempted to beat about the hush. 

" I did not tell you before," he continued, slowly and delib- 
erately, " because it is a long stoty, and — because — because I 
funked it." 

Wilson Leonard bad not been a doctor for some years without 
acquiring a fev small professional mannerisms and habits. He 
was unscrewing the ivory end of hia stethoscope with a certain 
briskness which I am afraid many of us know too welt. We all 
have a professional way of handling the tools which our craft le- 
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quires. Watch the doctor with his instruments — consider the 
waiter with bis plates. He looked up sfaarplj as be continaed 
unscrewiog. The action was that with which be beard of an un- 
desirable symptom. 

" Yes," he aaid, " Go on, please." 

" Myra's," said Crozier, simply, " bas been burned down. St 
Antony's fellows bave prophesied it for years, and now it bas 
come. Tom was unfortunately there. He and Syra were in the 
inner bar, and they were driven up-staire by the flames. There 
was a delay in the arrival of the escape, and the only way out of 
it was to swing down by a rope which tbe crowd held taut, away 
from the house. He attempted to save Syra, and would have 
done so, but he fell back insensible." 

Wilson Leonard stood quite still. He was carefully buttoning 
his top-coat in a peculiar mechanical way. He polled it down in 
front, and tapped his chest where there were wrinkles in *he 
cloth. 

" And Syra)" be asked, in a toneless whisper. 

For some time there was silence in the room. Crozier moved 
uneasily, and turned bis back upon bis companion. 

" She fell," he said, at length. 

Dr. Leonard moved, and Crozier, turning, saw him draw the 
sheet over Tom Valliant's face. 

" Where have they taken her to P' he then inquired. 

"To St. Antony's." 

Leonard stroked his colorless mustache thoughtfully. 

" And that was why you were in such a desperate hurry to get 
me out of tbe place," be said, softly. 

The singer did not answer. There was nothing to say, and he 
wisely recognized the fact. His companion now crossed the 
room, and sat slowly down in a low chair. He looked up specn- 
latively at Crozier. 

"How quietly I am taking it, Sam," be said, "am I not! 
Very quietly." 

At this moment they were interrupted by footsteps, clear and 
loud, in tbe solitude of Lime Court. 

"There is Mrs. ValUant," eiclaimed tbe singer, moving towards 
the door. But Leonard stopped him. 

" I say, Sam !" 

"YesP' 
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" I woDld sooner," said the doctor, " bave beard that news from 
you than from any man in the world." 

Crozier nodded his head in vagne acknowledgment, and passed 
oat of tbe room, leaving Leonard alone with bis own thonghta— 
alone with the calm, restfnl form beneath the sheet He hurried 
away, with all a brave man's cowardice, from thanks; bat he 
fully recognized the meaning of tbe simple pbrase, which was at 
once a confesaion and a mark of life-long gratitude. 



CHAPTER XXXL 

"BB t& TBBRBFOaE TKRT CODBAOSODS." 

Orozibr'b note reached Elma as the last guest was lighting his 
cigar in Sir Thomas Firton's hall. Lady Firton had juat dropped 
wearily into a low chair in the drawing-room when the servant 
bronght in tbe letter upon a salver. He banded it to Elma, al- 
though the address was distinctly written ; but he knew that Mrs. 
Valliant bad left with tbe Barker family some time before, and 
the word "immediate," written across the comer of the envelope, 
justified the action. 

Notes do not usually arrive at midnight, but tbe rest of the 
house party were too well bred to show their astonjshment. 
Only Lady Firton looked a little anxiously at Elma. It was no- 
ticeable that her habijtnal expression, which was one of capable 
kindliness, changed with marvellous rapidity to a look of keen 
anxiety. Bat many gay and laughing ladies have that way with 
tbem. Their smile is sincere enough, but there is no depth of 
joyonsaess in it. 

"It is addressed to mother," murmured Elma to her hostess, 
who was seated quite close to her ; " but I will open it, because it 
is from Mr. Crozier. I am afraid something mast have hap- 
pened." 

Lady Firton was still watching, with the quick contraction 
about her lips somewhat intensified. She said nothing. Elma 
had already torn open tbe envelope in a dexterous, fearless way, 
so there was nothing to be said. But Lady firton noticed tbe 
fearlessness and tbe quick determination. 
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"The only thing she has iDheriled from her mother," she said 
to her husband Jater, " is nerve. She has her father's sweet, cheery 
nature and her mother's strong nerve." 

Elma read the note, and rose quietly to hand it to Lady Firton. 

" I must go at once," she said, in a ]ow voice. 

Somehow the other guests had dropped away, and they were 
alone at the end of the long room. 

In a moment Lady Firton had taken in the meaning of Cro- 
zier's hasty words. 

" I will go with yon, dear," she said at once. 

" No," answered the girl, earnestly, " I would not think of such 
a thing. My own maid will be quite sufficient escort." 

" But, my dear Elma, yoa cannot go to a man's chambers at 
this time of night with no one but a maid." 

" Mr. Crozier's chambers," suggested BIma. 

" Yes," replied Lady Firton, readily enough ; " I know Sam is 
different from other men, but still — " 

At this moment Sir Thomas entered the room. He was smok- 
ing a very large cigar, and a pleasant smile came over hia bronzed 
face when he saw his wife. 

" Tom, come here," cried her ladyship. " What are we to 
dor 

He took the letter and read it slowly. Then he emitted a thin, 
spiral cloud of blue smote. 

" Sam Crozier," he said, with a sudden change of manner, from 
easy indifference to grave energy, " is not the man to lose his head 
and make a mountain out of a mole-hill. This letter means more 
than it says. I see it is addressed to your mother." 

"Yes," said Elma, hastily; "but mother is sleeping at Mrs. 
Barker's. I must go at onee to Tom." 

Sir Thomas glanced at his wife. Their eyes met for a second. 

"Yes, my dear child," he said then, "yon must go at once. 
Shall I go with you, or would you rather have Parkyns, the 
bntler!" 

Elma hesitated. She was afraid of appearing rude to thia 
diplomate, who seemed to divine her thoughts almost before they 
were formed. 

" I will tel! you what we can do," said Sir Thomas, without 
waiting for her reply ; " you go off with Parkyns in a hansom to 
Crozier's. I will go to Mrs. Barker's. If the bouse is shnt up 
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and I cannot see jour mother, I will go down to tbe Temple my- 
self, and bring you home here. It may not be so senous after 
alL Now ran up and put od a thick cloak. Farkyns will have a 
cab waiting by the time you come down-stairs." 

The girl obeyed, and husband and wife were left alone in the 
empty ball-room. Sir Thomas removed the large cigar from his 
lips and looked into his capable little wife's face. The eipression 
of anxiety denoted by a contraction round the eyes was still there. 

" Is this an incident," he asked, " or a tragedy V 

Lady Firton was looking at the bare, smooth floor. Here and 
there a flower, a bow, or a piece of muslin had been kicked aside. 
It is better to tarn out the gas and go to bed as soon as a ball- 
room is deserted ; the sight of it is not cheerful. 

" I am not sure," she answered ; " I cannot tell at all. There is 
tome one ; I only hope it is not Tom Yalliant." 

Sir Thomas had Crozier's letter in his hand. He now read it 
again, thoughtfully. 

"Yes," he said, "yes. It is to be hoped so, for I tbink tbe 
boy is dead. By-the-way, be was not here to-night." 

" No ; he does not go to dances if he can help it." 

Sir Thomas tamed away to call tbe butler, who passed the 
door at this moment. 

" You had better go down to the supper-room, old lady," he 
said to his wife. " Tbey are all there, and will be wondering 
where we are." 

The streets were empty, and the cabman divined that pace 
would pay. When Farkyns announced that they had arrived at 
their destination, Elma realized the fact with a sudden throb of 
fear. As they had come by the Embankment she had seen noth- 
ing of the fire, which was now almost under control. 

Before there was time to ring the bell Crozier opened tbe door 
himself. 

"You!" he exclaimed, anxiously, when he had recognized 
Elma. 

Then he looked over her shoulder, and saw that her companion 
was Sir Thomas Firton's butler, 

" Good-evening, Farkyns," he said, in a eingalarly calm voice. 
"Just wMt here, will you!" 

There wag a comfortable chatr in the passage, and the butler 
seated himself resignedly, while Crozier led the way np-stair^ 
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Elina followed liiin closely. His pecalinr hesitation of manner 
(as if for once io his life be was at a loss and did not know what 
to do next) puizled her. In a mechanical way she noted the char- 
acteristics of the room, even to the little copper kettle in the fen- 
der, the pipes upoD the mantle-piece, and the pianc ladea with 
music. 

" Where is Tom !" she asked, looking round the room. 

"In there," be answered, indicating the door of the bedroom, 
across which the curtain was drawn. 

She moved towards it, but he was before her, and stood square- 
ly, with his hack to the curtain. 

" Ton mnst not go in," he said, gently. " Oh, Elma, why did 
you come V 

" I came," she answered, " because mother had left ; she is stay- 
ing at Mrs. Barker's. Sir Thomas has gone to bring her. It was 
clearly my duty to come to Tom." 

She made a step forward, as if expecting bim to move aside, 
bnt he remained motionless. Then she looked up into his face. 
Snddenly her soft, child-like eyes contracted with a look of horror. 

" He is dead !" she whispered. " I can see it in your face." 

In ber excitement she laid her hand upon his arm. The sleeve 
waa wet, and looking up she noticed a dull black mark across the 
front of bis shirt, where a dripping rope had dr^ged. He took 
her hand and led her away from the door towards a chair. 

" Yes," he said, slowly ; " be is dead, and that is why I do not 
want you to go in. There is nothing to be gained by it. He 
himself would rather that you did not go, I am sure." 

She was hardly listening. Her cloak bad fiillcn from her 
shoulders, and she stood before him in all her sweet, unconscious 
beauty. Her soft, white dress was a little crushed, the flowers at 
her breast were brown and withered, and she was very pale and 
weary. Bnt there was a look of keen, womanly scrutiny in her 
eyes while she looked up at the strong, calm man. 

"What has happened)" she asked, quickly. "Yoar clothes 
are wet, and you are burned. Yoar hair and even your eyelashes 
are singed." 

He passed bis hand across his face. His crisp hair, bis eye- 
lashes, and even his mostache were tipped with white, which had 
a most pecnliar effect, almost giving him the appearance of an 
elderly man. 



.coy Google 



222 TEE PHANTOM FUTURK 

" Tbere has been a lire," bo replied. " Myra's is buraed down. 
As I was coming awaj from Lady Firton's I saw the glare, and 
koew that it must be somewhere Id the Strand. It began in the 
bar, and Tom, who was in the inner room, was driven np-stairs. 
He tried to save — Syra — and wonld bavo done so, bat be Bnddenly 
fainted. I was not there, bat I was told of it I got tbere a few 
minutes later with the escape, and — we — managed to get bim out." 

"And Syraf inquired Elma. 

" She fell from the window when he fainted." 

" Killed f whispered the girl. 

"Yes, It was the second story window. I brought Tom here ; 
at least I sent bim under the care of a policeman, while I went 
round by St- Antony's to bnng Dr. Leonard. He never recov- 
ered consciousness." 

Elma was seated in a low ohur. She leaned forward and stared 
at the dying fire. 

" How sad — bow very, very sad !" site murmured. 

Grozier suddenly raised his bead and turned towards ber. 
Tbere was a puzzled expresBiou on his face, like that of a man 
who hears a sound for which he cannot account. There were 
tears in her eyes, and suddenly she began to weep gently and 
quietly. The dainty little lace handkerchief which sbe held to 
her face was never woven for tears. 

He stood with one foot on the fender and his right arm resting 
on the mantle-piece, waiting with that purposeful calmness which 
was characteristic of the man. Presently she ceased sobbing, 
and sat motionless, with the tears still glistening on her lashes. 
Then he turned, and his deep-set eyes rested for a moment on 
ber face and form. 

" You are utterly esbansted," he said. He approached her, 
and stood for some moments near her chair — indeed, his hand 
was resting upon the back of it — looking down at ber. There 
was a wonderful sense of comfort and helpfulness in this man's 
silent sympathy which warmed Elma's heart. Then he turned 
away and opened the small sideboard. With the quick, noiseless 
movement of the hands which never quite leaves a sailor, be 
poured out a glass of wine and brought it to her. 

"Thank you," she said, and obediently drank it. 

At this moment there came, the sound of some one moving in 
the bedroom, and Elma started. 
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" Dr. LeoDaid is in tbere," Crozier hasteDod to explain, as he 
went towards the door. He drew aside the cnrtaiD, and Dc. 
Leonard came into the room, closiog the bedrooin door behind 
him. 

" This is Dr. Leonard — Miss Valliant," said Crozier. 

Wilson Leonard went forward and took her hand. His eyes 
were veiy sympathetic, and his grave, melancholy face was sin- 
gularly pale. 

" I am glad to have seen you, Miss Valliant," he said. " Tom 
and I were great friends, and I knew that his heart was very 
weak — I knew that this must come, sooner or later. He has 
been a condemned man for years. I never told him, but I think 
he knew it. I am almost sure he knew it. Some people may 
think that I did wrong in not telling him, but the knowledge of 
it would not have made any difference. If doctors told alt they 
know the world would be a more miserable place than it is. If 
your father and mother wish to see me, I shall be happy to give 
them all the information in my power." 

He held out his hand again and nodded to Crozier as he turned 
to leave the room. Before he reached the doot he staggered to 
one side, and only saved himself from falling by clutching the 
sideboard. In a moment Crozier was at bis side. 

" Leave me alone, old fellow," said Wilson Leonard, huskily. 
" I am all right It was only a little giddiness, which will pass 
off when I get outside." 

He pushed Crozier's arm aside almost roughly, and passed out 
of the room. They heard him close the door, and immediately 
afterwards his footsteps rang out firmly and clearly on the pave- 
ment of Lime Court. 

" He has bad bad news to-night," said Crozier, when the sound 
bad died away. 

With womanly intuition Elma connected Wilson Leonard's 
bad news with the fire at Myra's. 

" Tom once told me," she said, gently, " about Syra. Was it 
Dr. Leonard !" 

" Yes," answered the singer ; " it was Dr. Leonard." 

They were both silent for some time. Perhaps they were think- 
ing how promptly Wilson Leonard had come to bis friend's side; 
how entirely be had set aside bis own weariness and want of rest; 
how the man had given place to the doctor. 
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" I think," said Elnia, at length, id little more than a wbisper,- 
" that Tom knetv. It would explnJD maoy things which I did 
not understand before." 

Crazier recalled the conversation be had had with Tom Valliant 
iH»t SO very long before, about the girl seated there within a few 
yards of the man who had loved her. 

" Yes," he answered ; " it would explain many things." 

"That is why he would not take np any work seriously," con- 
tinaed the girl ; " why he was bo utterly indiSerent about the 
future." She stopped, and looked ap towards her companion 
with a wistful smile! "That is why," she added, "he always 
talks of the phantom future — used to talk, I mean — oh, I cannot 
realize that he is dead at all !" 

She glanced towards the bedroom door, as if half expecting 
Tom Yalliant to draw aside the curtain and greet them with his 
sweet, quick smile, and some merry suggestion. Death seemed 
HO far from him in whom a bright vitality was never wanting. 
It was indeed hard to realize that the mobile and dancing eyes 
were closed forever. 

"If he did know it," said Crazier, "he was very plucky about 
it" 

" Yes ; he concealed his knowledge very bravely. Do you re- 
member, Sam, once loijg ago I told you that I thought his merri- 
ment was not quite sincere!" 

"Yes, Elma; I remember," 

It was a sort of understood thing that they should address each 
pther by Christian names, for they had been children together; 
but of late the familiar habit had fallen into disuse, and in avoid- 
ing the formal Mr. or Miss they had learned to do without the 
mention of names at all. 

" He must have known then," murmured the girl, thoughtfully. 

He did not answer her, and they relapsed into silence. Both 
were recalling a thousand incidents which rose before their mental 
vision, now that it was cleared by knowledge, in glaring evidence 
of the fact that Tom Valliant knew, and had known for years, 
that he was a doomed man. Such knowledge is one of the sad- 
dest things that human life contains, which, God knows, is saying 
a good deal, and science has assuredly done us doubtful service in 
this matter. 

Elma's great calmness puzzled Crozier. He had alwaya taken 



.coy Google 



"BE YE THEREFORE VERY COURAGEOUS." 225 

it for granted that she loved the man who lay dead in the other 
room, but the knowledge of his sad and sudden death had been 
received by her ia a manner indicatiTe of nothing more than 
cousinly affection. He had, in a desultory way, concluded that 
she was waiting for Tom Valliant to declare bis love, and now he 
knew why his friend had kept silence on this point This knowl- 
edge was but an increase of sorrow, for it made Tom Valliant's 
fight against hia fate a braver and truer battle. Sncb, in truth, it 
had been, for he had suspected that BIma's love was within his 
reach had he stretched out bis hand. But he was withheld — 
withheld by the knowledge that in manly honor and fairness he 
had no right to speak of love to any wonian ; that the future 
■was indeed a phantom. 'Tis the brightest light that flickers first. 
Tom's life had barely passed a third of the allotted span of years, 
but he left two marks upon the broad sands of time. One, the 
book of poems illustrated exquisitely and poetically, as the aged 
ginger himself would hnve wished them illustrated ; and the other 
a memory that lived for many years at St. Antony's and at Gold- 
heatt — the memory of one who had been " very conrageous," as 
we are bidden to be. Some there were who detected a certain 
inconsistency, a glaring contrast between the drawings and the 
man whose work they were. In them there was something more 
than mere dexterity of pencil — something higher than an intuitive 
knowledge of light and ahade^ — something deeper than a graceful 
delicacy of touch. There was a great thoughtfulneas, and to it 
was added a subtle poetic conception. These qualities formed no 
part of the individuality which the artist chose to present to the 
world as Tom Valliant. Assuredly there was an inconsistency, 
and in coming to meditate over it, there were one or two persons 
who realized that it lay in the fact that the almost reckless cheer- 
fulness with which Tom Valliant's memory was associated was 
nothing more than a part of bis scheme of life. It was a mask 
— a merry, smiling mask — behind which to conceal the saddest 
of all the sad tales of which the first chapters were opening in St. 
Antony's students' hall. 

" I wonder," meditated Crozier, following ont his own thoughts 
with regard to Elma — " I wonder if I have been on the wrong 
tack for years. I wonder if I have made a great mistake." 

Before the silence was again broken there was a sound of foot- 
steps in the passage, and shortly afterwarda a light tread upon 
15 
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the stairs. The door was opened quietly, and Sir Thomas Firton 
entered. He glanced at both occupants of the room in a quick, 
comprehensive way, and then be tamed to Crazier. He raised 
his eyebrows interrogatively, and at the same time his lips framed 
the monosyllable, " Dead )" 

The singer nodded his head. 

Then Sir Thomas went to Elma'a side. He stooped over her 
very tenderly. If Crozier had made a mistake, he was not alone 
in his error, 

■ " I could not bring your mother, dear," said Sir Thomas ; " the 
house was shot up. Come home with me now ; you can do 
nothing more." 

She rose and took the cloak which the singer laid gently upon 
her shoulders. There are some women who seem destined never 
to realize the pathos of life. It is not that they are devoid of 
feeling or sympathy, but in their sunny natures there is a fund of 
innocence and sweetness which never turns to sorrow or disap- 
pointment. They cannot believe in the evi! of human nature ; 
they never qnite comprehend that life is real and earnest. Of 
these was Elma Valliant To such fair optimists as these, men 
and women unconsciously make the best of things, seeking to de- 
tract from sorrow, surrounding them with the elements of human 
happiness. Thus it happened that Sir Thomas Firton and Sam- 
uel Crozier played into each other's hands — as men sometimes 
do — instinctively. Although Death was within a few yards of 
them, although the singer had looked upon it in ail its grim real- 
ity a few minntes before, they avoided, by tacit consent, adding 
to its horror by lowered voice or awe-struck manner. 

It may be that Elma divined their intention, for who can read 
the thoughts that pass behind bewilderingly, almost aggravatingty, 
innocent eyes such as hers! Be that as it may, she said to Sir 
Thomas, softly and gratefully, " It is very good of you to take so 
much trouble. Yon are both very kind to me." 

Her eyes were still a little red from recent tears, and, as Sir 
' Thomas had said, she was utterly worn-out between pleasure and 
pain. Crozier accompanied them down-stairs, and held open the 
door. Parkyns went on in front to call the cab. Sir Thomas 
walked gravely down the worn stone steps, and Elma followed 
him. Then suddenly she turned back, and running up again, 
stood beside Crozier in the doorway. 
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" Are fou quite sure," she asked, in a whisper, " that yoa are 
not burned or hort in any way!" 

" Quite sare," he replied, looking down at her with his slow 
smile. 

She left him with a little nod — left him standing upon the top 
step, but he was qnite grave now ; the Btnile had vanished from 
his face. While he still stood there, the voice of Big Ben came 
echoing over the roofs ; it was two o'clock. In less than two 
hours it noald be daylight 

The singer turned and mounted the sturs slowly. Standing 
on the hearth-rug before the glowing cinders, he leisurely passed 
his hands over his arms and shoulders. Bis clothes were almost 
dry now, and be had a nautical disregard for clean water. Never- 
theless, he reflected indefinitely that the fireman upon the oppo- 
site roof need not have directed his hose towards the burning 
window just as he reached it. 

He glanced towards the closed door of the bedroom, then be 
boldly crossed the room, and drawing aside the curtain, he opened 
the door and crossed its threshold. Presently he returned, baring 
exchanged his dresa-coat for a short jacket. Then he settled 
himself in his deep arm-chair with the evident intention of sleep- 
ing there. But be was restless, and slumber failed to answer his 
call. He moved impatiently once or twice, and finally sat for- 
ward with his elbows npon his knees. 

" I wonder," he said, murmuring to himself, " whether I have 
been making a hnge mistake all along." 



CHAPTER XXXII. 

OOLDBKATH AQAIS. 



Croeikr was not an impulsive man, but at times it pleased him 
to imagine himself to be snch. His habit was to make up his 
mind slowly and very surely ; and once made up, it was as the 
laws of tbe Uedes and Persians, His mistakes — for we all have 
them to look back to, I think — came rather from placing both 
sides of a question upon too equal a footing than from a rash 
adoption of the course that for a moment appeared more eicpe- 
dienL 
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When, therefore, he stood one fair and aaany May morDing at his 
window, and — while r^nrmuring a Bong very sweetly — attempted 
to deceive himself into the belief that he was in an undecided 
frame of mind, the result was not entirely satisfactory. Hia mind 
had been made np for weeks, almost stretching into months. The 
day had come for which he had boon patiently waiting — that was 
all — a fair spring morning, when men's hearts are bold and wom- 
en's soft. Moreover, he felt energetic, and there ran in his veins 
that subtle fire which imbues confidence and commands success. 
He felt that whatever he attempted to-day would be satisfactory. 

" I think I will go to Goldheath," he said, interrupting his mnr- 
murona song. " I think I will'go to Goldheath to-day I" 

The deception was glaringly obvious. There was no thinking 
in the matter. He knew that there was half an hour yet before 
he need start, and he therefore stood lazily smoking, absently gaz- 
ing down into the court where the shadow of the brave old lime- 
tree lay in fantastic patterns upon the pavement. The leaves 
were out and fully formed, but were yet delicate in their texture 
and thin and bright in spring-like hues, so that the sun glancing 
over the tiled roofs threw golden gleams among the branches and 
soft hazy yellow shades. The ubiqnitoas London smut had not 
as yet taken up his lodging to any great extent upon leaf and 
stalk (though the seasoned wood was wofuUy black), so that the 
toilers of Lime Court and idlers of the same could glance out of 
their dirty windows and learn most nnmistakKbly that spring was 
DOW established in the land. The legal sparrow knew this also, 
and held May meetings on the smutty branches from early morn- 
ing until sunset He did not sleep beneath the leafy roof because 
his town-bred feet were unaccustomed to a slumberous grip of 
round things; preferred something flat, with the warm comer of 
a chimney to lean E^ainst and be thankful for, about three o'clock 
ante-meridian. Bnt he came down from the roofs and called his 
friends, and set np a restiess chattering and a hopping from twig 
to twig, while all the neighborhood's cats prowled aroond with 
murderous thought intent For even spring (in addition to the 
battle that hovers round love) breathes mnrder and sudden death. 

The singer looked down upon these signs of joyous life, and 
Ibtened vaguely to the sparrows' voice. With his hands thrust 
deeply into hia pockets be stood upright, and while smoking the 
everlasting wooden pipe, thought gently over the possibilities of 
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life, taken from the point of view of a strong man of thirty jeare. 
Of late he had acquired this evil habit of allowing himself to re- 
flect upon abstract things and possibilities. He was no longer 
nervously active, ana ion sly studious; and some people thought 
that be was singing better than ever, although he confessed to be- 
ing too lazy to learn so many new songs as pullisbers might de- 

The yawl was purchased, and once or twice daring the spring 
its owner had mn down to Cowes to superintend ber fitting-out 
in the Uedins, but no plana were yet made for sailing ber, no voy- 
ages proposed. 

Professionally tbe singer was in a better position than before. 
He had always been particular in tbe choice of his engagements, 
and his reputation now gained by this. One or two important 
concerts, patronized and attended by Royalty, had served to con- 
solidate his name, and now be had tbe pick of the musical world. 
With bis old heedlessness be accepted or refused engagements as 
the spirit moved him, quite regardless of personal influence ; and 
with bis former generosity be offered bis services in unexpected 
quarters when it was a question of pure charity. 

Men spoke of " old Sam " with tbe same familiar affection as 
of yore, and it was soon almost forgotten that he was a rich man ; 
that he did not belong at all to tbe improvident world of artists, 
journalists, young novelists, and old play-writers, who made merry 
over misfortune and their wasted lives iu tbe busy circle which is 
the inner bub of London life ; where night and day are as one ; 
where mind and body are never quite at rest; and .within whose 
charmed ring more genius has assuredly lived and died than in all 
England beside. 

Home-sick foreigners, bospital-sick students, and life^ick strug- 
glers of all sorts dropped in casually at No. II Lime Court, as 
they bad always done, and went away from tbe door later feeling 
glad that they bad done so. No meal-time, no hour of night or 
day was sacred — one could always find Samuel Crozier, and be 
never appeared too much occupied to spare a few minutes to help 
by word or deed his fellow-men. 

While he was still standing at tbe vrindow, Wilson Leonard 
ran lightly up the stairs and entered tbe room. 

" Spring at last," be said, with a grave smile, as be held out his 
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" Yes, the spring has come." 

The young doctor's sympathetic glance songbt the unger's 
face, aDd searching ther» discovered that there was a second 
meaning in the simple acquiescence — a meaning intended for the 
speaker's private edification. From the strong and gentle face 
(the true sailor face) Leonard turned his attention to the upright 
peraoD, and detected there a difference in habiliment. Crozier 
was dressed in country clothes, and yet he pretended to himself 
that the idea of running away from London and its dusty life 
had only come to him after hreakfaat. The doctor moved a little, 
and looked out of the window thoughtfully. Suddenly a short 
rapid sigh broke from his lips, and he seemed quite unconscious 
of it These little sighs vfcre hecoming dangerously habitual 

" This sort of weather makes one long to get away," he said, 
softly ; " to get away from town and hospitals, sickness, accidents 
— and — every th in g. " 

" Yes — " answered the singer. It seemed as if he were going 
to add something more, but he stopped suddenly and continued 
smoking. He was pondering over that sharp sigh and the emo- 
tionless, sympathetic face — wondering over the wealth of mean- 
ing that lay sometimes in the little word " everything." 

Pi'ofessionally, and from a practical worldly point of view. 
Fate had interposed her steady hand for the infinite benefit of 
"Wilson Leonard as a doctor and a gentleman. Poor Syra had 
been Hght when she boldly told him that she could only bring 
misery into his life, and ho knew it, but from the knowledge 
gained no consolation. Had the world known the story of this 
kindly young doctor, they would have bid him congratulate him- 
self that a terrible mistake had been averted — that it lay in a 
nameless grave in one of the vast fields where sleep the London 
dead, crowded and hustled even in their rest. But the world 
knew nothing of the story. It was hidden from every living 
soul with the exception of the broad-shouldered man who stood 
smoking in his simple silence, pondering over that little word 
"everything," and realizing slowly that there was something 
which Br. Leonard could never leave behind, and never get away 
from. 

" I am beginning to think," said the young doctor, " that I 
cannot stand this much longer. No doubt it is the effect of the 
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spring weather. But St. Antony's is too busy with misery — ut- 
ter and hopeless misery. I have done my share ; I think I have 
waded deeply enough, Sam, into the mire of human troubles. It 
cannot be good for a fellow to live too long in one groove, eape- 
daily when that groove is full of suffering." 

" You want a thorough change, Leonard,'' said Crozier, present- 
ly. "You have seen loo much of the shady side of existeDce all 
at once, and it has done you harm. You will be beginning to 
think that all the world is like it, which is a mistake." 

" Yes, I suppose it is." 

" I will tell yon what you must do," continued the singer. 
" Come with me for a cruise ; my yawl, the Willow-wren, is ready 
and waiting at Cowes. I want to get up a party~-the Yalliante, 
yourself, your sister if she will come, and a sailor-man I know 
of. He is never quite serious, and never cynical, a very rare cora- 
bination, which makes a splendid companion. We will go for a 
month up into tlie Norwegian Cords, where there is never a heavy 
sea, and fish and lounge. I think perhaps we all want a change." 

" It sounds very jolly," said the doctor, with a wan smile. 

"It will he very jolly. I will get the company together at 
once. In fact, I rather thought of going down to Goldheath to- 
day — partly with a view of seeing if they would come. The 
old gentleman is an enthusiastic fisherman, and — Miss Valliant — 

"When do you think of starting!" 

"Abont the middle of June," replied the singer. "Midsnm- 
mer is the best time for northern regions. Everything is so 
beautifully fresh and cool, which is exactly what we want — eh !" 

" Yes, that is what we want" 

It is strange how men can go on living together, or near each 
other as friends for years, without ever exchanging a confidence. 
No reference to the past had ever been made by either Crozier 
or the doctor, Syra's name had never been mentioned, had never 
passed their lips since that night when Elma sat in dazed silence 
and watched the two men standing together at the door — Leonard 
pale and sick, Crozier quick and watchful. The little stagger, 
the numb clutching at the wall, had never been explained, and 
never would be now. A strained reference was occasionally made 
to Tom Valliant, sleeping peacefully in Goldheath church-yard, 
blind to all the shadows, deaf to the weary plash of rain and the 
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dull foreboding roar gi storms ; but the subject v 
' other matters painful for both, and was st 
only by vague half-hidden words of sympathy that Grozier re- 
ferred at times to the chapter in Leonard's life which was destined 
for deliberate obliteration in tbe face of the world, though its ef- 
fect went through existence with him ; and by quiet acquiesceDca 
Leonard acknowledged his friend's intention. 

" Then," said tbe singer, in a business-like tone, " I may count 
upon you! I may hold yon out as an attraction to hesitatoral" 

" Thanka," replied the other ; " I should like to go very much," 

His tone was cheery enough, but Crozier glanced at .his face 
as he turned to seek his hat, and saw that Wilson Leonard was 
Bot telling the strict truth. Had he told this he would have said 
tbat he did not care a rap where be went and what he did, for a 
great and weary indifference had come to him, 

" I must be going now," said Grozier. " There is just time to 
catch tbe train. Will you walk along with me !" 

The doctor looked round for the inevitable Gladstone bag, but 
saw it not. 

"You are taking no luggage?" be said. 

" No. I am not going to stay — have to sing at Eensington 
to-night." 

Gonversation became broken and desultory as they walked to- 
gether along the Strand. The human tide was flowing eastward, 
and was therefore against them, which necessitated continual sep- 
aration. At the corner of Waterloo, Bridge they parted, and 
Leonard went back to St. Antony'a while Grozier crossed the 

There was absolutely no incident to mark the railway journey, 
and yet it was one that the singer remembered to the end of his 
life. The train was almost empty, and he had the choice of 
many compartments. Once beyond the suburbs be lowered the 
window, and soon afterwards his newspaper began to lose interest. 
The line was very familiar to him ; be had travelled on it years 
ago with his first brass buttons proudly gleaming on his breast, 
and his last tears struggling to flow. Between those two railway 
journeys lay a whole history. 

Presently tbe train ran into the sandy pine country. There 
bad been rain the night before, and all the atmosphere was fra- 
grant with tbe strong energetic smell of oozing resin. Through 
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the odorous forests the travellers speii, stopping here and there at 
quiet little road-side statioDs, until at last it was OroEier's turn to 
alight. 

Mechanically he nodded to the station-master, who remembered 
his father, and held his own opinions about a parson's son taking 
to singing and play-acting, and the like- Sam Crozier had never 
acted a part in his life except his own, which had at times been 
difficult enough, but at Goldheath one stage was considered as 
bad as another. 

As he walked along the gravelly platform he looked round 
him at the broad open country, and inhaled the fresh spring air. 
Never, he thought, had breath been so sweet — without even no- 
ticing that the station -master's wallflowers were out, which no 
doubt accounted for it all. 

Id a few minutes he was striding across Goldheath by a narrow 
path-way shorter than the road. Goldheath it was indeed that 
morning, for furze and whin were blooming in golden luxurianee, 
and the yellow-clad undulations rolled away into hazy distance 
unbroken save by a stunted pine or two and some straight larches 
clad in new and delicate green, of which the subtle aroma (like 
nothing else that I can think of but claretKiup) came in pufiFs. 

Overhead the larks were singing blithely, while all around whin* 
chat, wren, and yellow-hammer added their voices to the great re- 
joicing. Away somewhere in the distance a hawk whistled his 
mellow call, and fancied himself a curlew. 

Through this Samuel Grozier sped rapidly with firm long 
strides, and softly hummed his most melancholy song because the 
world was so fair, the morning so bright ; because he felt that the 
day was his, that whatever he attempted he must accomplish, 
whatever he sought he was sure to find. 

The short-cut which be had chosen did not lead to the village 
of Goldheath, but direct to the Court, cutting diagonally the long 
path. There was a stile from the open heath into tho orchard, 
which latter was bat thinly wooded, and no great success in the 
primary matter of fruit, and as he climbed this he heard the 
sound of ffbeela upon the soft gravel of the avenue. 

He walked on beneath the blossoming trees towards the sound, 
and then suddenly, and in a most nnaccountable manner, be 
stopped. Through the aa yet untrimmed hedge he had caught 
sight of Squire Yalliant's ancient mail-phaeton. The old gentle- 
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man nas gallantly driving with squared elbows, and at his aide sal 
his wife. 

Years ago in a little affair of a naval brigade, Samael Crozier 
bad learned most effectually the art of seeking covert. He mere- 
ly stooped and turned down his trousers, in wbicb he had taken a 
reef for greater convenience while crossing the sandy beath ; but 
it happened that a very promising black-currant bush entirely con- 
cealed him from the view of any persons who might be in tbe 
avenne. 

As tbe sound of tbe wheels diminished he rose again erect^ and 
walked on with no outward sign of an evil conscience. 

" She will either be in the Walled Garden or in the boose, paint- 
ing," he said gravely to himself. " Of course she may be out, or 
even away from home, but — but I think she is here." 

On Dcaring the bouse he ignored tbe forma! bell at tbe side of 
the broad porch, and directed his steps across the turf towards 
the trelliaed door of the Walled Garden. There was no hesitation, 
no pause in bis progress. He merely pushed the door open and 
walked straight in. Instantly a warmer breath of air met his face, 
and it was heavy with the odors of a hundred old-fashioned flow- 
ers. A few yards away from him was Elma. She did not hear 
him, for the soft sandy gravel made no sound beneath bis feet, 
and she did not see him, becaose sbe was walking in the other di- 
rection with a book in her band which she was reading. 

Bound the Walled Garden, which was itself a circle, ran a circu- 
■ lar path of sandy gravel — a pleasant path to walk upon, for at 
parts it was shady, and there were sunny intervals such as are 
bearable and even grateful in most of our English summer days 
— which, if a wanderer may say so, are aa near perfection ' as 
earthly climate reaches. Again, there was no break in the path, 
no halt and turn, but a continuous round amid sweet-smelling 
flowers. Here Elma loved to walk with a book, amid her odo^ 
ous slaves, with the birds singing all around her. 

Crozier stood beneath the shade of an old ilex, and watched 
her as she moved away from him. Clad in a simple cotton dress 
of a faint pale blue, her bead was without other protection than 
her own soft dry hair drawn upward in sweet disorder. She 
walked with a slow and measured step, whicb was very peaceful, 
with that gentle sense of rest which nature alone can teach us, 
and that only if we have not lived too long In towns. 
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And so he stood in his silent repose, and waited for her to 
come round to bim. TlDCODeciously ho thus sj'mbolizcd his own 
life. Had he not waited in that same fatalistic, nnmnrinaring 
way for her to come to liim through all the years that lay between 
them ! Had she not, in her turn, started on a path which appar- 
ently led in an opposite direction, following its winding guidance 
throQgh snnshine and shadow, scarce glancing to either side with 
those soft inscrutable eyes of hers, only to tread in the right way 
at last! There was no break in that circular path, and if we only 
knew it, there is a similar path beneath our feet marked oat for 
ns to follow, and yet we leave it deliberately, and crush the flow- 
ers that grow on either side. Elma loved the flowers too well to 
crush them, and she knew the path too well to leave it. TJncon- 
sciously and sweetly studions she came round to hira. 

Suddenly she became aware that there was some one near her, 
standing indeed hatless in the middle of the path before her. It 
was beneath the shade of a glorious old cedar, bnt a shaft of sun- 
light glanced through the dark boughs and gleamed upon the 
pages of her book, throwing back a soft glow upon her features. 
Thus it happened that althongh her face was in the light, her 
eyes, being in the shadow, were soft and deep and dark when she 
raised them to his face. 



CHAPTER XXXia 



Shx was a little startled, and even after she hod recognized him 
the expression did not vanish from her eyos ; indeed, it became a 
trifle more discernible. 

" Ah !" she exclaimed, with pleased surprise, " is it you f ' 

She held out her cool hand, which he took with his peculiar 
little bow, very courteous and somewhat out of date. 

"Yes," he replied, " it is I. I hope I don't come mal h propoa ; 
but this lonely day took me by surprise. I was not prepared to 
resist the temptation, and so succumbed." 

" Of course not," she said, po_litely ; " we are always very glad 
to see you." There was a little pause, and then she added, in a 
more familiar and leas conventional tone, " I think we have all 
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tried to make you underttaod that you can never come mal 
hpropos, but you refuse to take na at our word," 

He emiled vaguely, and looked round the gardeo in a singularly 
interested way. 

" Mother and papa have just gone out," she added, seeing that 
he was inclined to silence, which for some reaeoa was irksome to 
her juBt tbeo. 

" Yes," he aaid, honestly, " I saw them from the orchard." 

" Bnt they did not see you f" 

" No — no ; they did not see me." 

They were slowly walking side by side round the Walled Oar- 
den, and again there was a little paass, well filled, however, by a 
thousand trilliag voices. 

" What were you reading !" he asked, at length, almost abruptly. 

" Oh," she answered, in a relieved tone, as if at last a con- 
genial topic had been found, " an old history of the county, which 
I discovered behind some other books in the library. Jt baa your 
father's name on the first page, by-the-way." 

He took the book and looked at its pages studiously, wlthont 
leading a single word printed there. 

"I had just come across a most interesting statement It ap- 
pears that the Vallianta have lived here for a long time, and that 
the Croziers lived two miles away, across the beatb, in a house of 
which no sign is left" 

"And hated each other, I suppose )" he suggested, gravely. 

" No ; on the contrary." 

"Fell in love with each other?" 

" Well, it does not mention that ; but it says that harmony ex- 
isted between the two families, and that a Valliant and a Crozier 
— I mean a Crozier and a Valliant — rode southward together to 
Rye, where they took ship to the Holy Land at the bidding of 
Peter the Hermit." 

" That is rather interesting," said Crozier, meditatively ; " I 
would give a good deal to see those two fellows now. Not in 
their knightly armor and Crusader cloaks, but in their every-day 
clothes — ■just as they may have walked together in this gar- 
den." 

" It is strange to think of," said Elma, softly. " I never quite 
realized what it is to have ancestors ; in fact, I did not know we 
had any. It Is very strange to think that those two men may 
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have nalked round tbis very patli with their armor clanking. It 
makes those old days more real to think that we had relations 
there. I wonder what they were like — the two crusaders ; wheth- 
er they were devoted to each other and very courteous in their 
knightly nay, or merely familiar aa men are now, so that one can- 
not tell whether they are friends or not." 

" I suspect," said Crosier, " that they were just the same as we 
are now. No doubt they laughed and talked and deceived each 
other, or partially deceived each other, into all sorts of wrong 
beliefs, just as we do now, and it is probable that those two men 
knew no more of each other's real individuality than I know of 
that of the Pope of Rome." 

She htnghed in a slightly strained way, and spoke at once, as if 
to avoid a momentary silence. 

"How unsatisfactory ["she exclaimed. "Then you are of opin- 
ion that human nature was as artificial then as now — that men 
did not confide in each other— did cot trust each other f 

" Hainan nature," be answered, " has probably altered very lit- ■ 
tie since the days of ^oah. There were prohably amateur tlieat- 
ricals in the Ark." 

£lma laughed suddenly. 

" What do you mean T' she asked. 

" Well," he replied, gravely, " I don't mean theatricals with a 
stage and a drop-scene and a prompter. I mean a mnch higher 
branch of the art, such as you and I and everybody perform every 
(lay in life." 

Then she knew it had come. There was no stopping it now, so 
she merely clutched her book rather more nervously, and walked 
on by his side. But' the color left her sweet young face, and her 
eyes were gleaming strangely. 

" The stage," he continued, " is this garden, that library — every- 
where. The prompter, I suppose, is our own pride, and he is ex- 
cellent Wo are all excellent; our amateur acting is too good; 
we do it too well. With Pride for prompter and Reserve for 
Btage-man^;er, the comedy will be rather sad. If we would only 
show our feelings a little more and act with less skill, mach lor- 
row wonld undoubtedly be averted. Most of our sorrows come 
from mistaken motives, and we deliberately continue to disguise 
our motives and hide our real feelings." 

" Y«B," ahe acquiesced, softly, " I am afnud we do." 
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"But," he continaed, "there is in moat parta a key-not«, an ex- 
planation, as it were, of the whole deceptioo — a text to the sermon 
— a reason for the complications." 

"Yea" — in a whisper. 

For some moments tltej walked in slleoce, and from his greater 
height he looked down on her gently, noting the nervous grip of 
her supple' fingers ronnd the old leather-bound hoob, and the 
sweet, frightened wonder in her parted lips. She hardly seemed 
to breathe at all. 

" Five years ago," he sud, slowly, " Tom told me that he loved 
yon." 

Bhe gave a little nod of acquiescence, as if it were no news 
for her. 

"That," he continned, "was the motive of my part. I have 
acted it so long dow that it has almost become natural to me. It 
is almost harder to throw aside the mask than to continae wear- 
ing it. I know I have acted it well, because Tom never suspected 
me more than he suspected other men, for be was a little jealoos. 
If you tliink over it, Elma, you will find that the explanation of 
everything is in the secret Tom told me five years i^o. It tied 
my hands, it held me back ; in fact, it took the wind out of my 
sails, and I could do nothing but drift — drift idly, with do steer- 
age-way." 

She walked quietly and steadily at bis side, making no sign, 
saying no word. Her face was turned from him, and her eyes 
averted — those sweet innocent eyes that could not be brought to 
recognize harm in anything; but they were very soft, and the 
unshed tears were near. She carried the book in one hand now, 
and the other hung idly by her side. It was the hand nearest to 
him, and the fingers were moving gently towards him, and draw- 
ing back again. 

" I loved you before Tom told me his secret," he said, simply. 
Presently he looked away from her with a peculiar smile which 
Syra had known — a smile that flitted across his face when he said 
anything against himself which had perhaps a cerfaun vein of truth 
' in it. 

" Of course," he added, in a matte^o^fact way, " I am qaite 
aware that I am not the sort of man for a girl to love, especially 
if she be bright and sweet and hsppy as you are. I am a forbid- 
ding sort of fellow, I am afriud ; too quiet and self-restrained and 
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